THE 


IN CONSTANT: 


O R, 


The Way to win him. 


O ME D Y- 


As it is ACTED at the "Jp 


Tauzarzz-Rorar. 
IN 


DRURT- LANE. 
; By Her MaJesTY's Servants. 


: Is nova fert animus mutatas dicere formas 
corpora — Ovid. Met. 


—— — 


LONDON: 


IELET PC 


for J. KNnay Ton, G. STRAHAN, and 
B. LinToTT, 1718. 


by — „ 
[ A j , +. A 4 + 
* et A . 7 | + 


. 
t T9 MAR 139-1 
. 
% 7 4 » 
„5 * 
.4 \ kt 7 of ? = 2 1 
— ct 


— 


1 ACIXESS 


C 


QC 


JAN DIY HA NN 


T O 


Richard Tighe, E/q; 


SIR, | ' 


Edications are the only Faſhions in the World that 
are more diſlik'd for being Univerſal ; and the Rea- 
ſon is, that they very ſeldom fit the Perſons they were 
made for; but 1 hope to avoid the common Obloquy in 
this Addreſs, by laying aſide the Poet in every thing 
but the Dramatick Decorum of ſuiting my Character 
to the Perſon. | 
From the Part of Mirabel in this Play, and another 
Charatter in one of my former, People are willing to 
complement my Perfor mance in drawing a gay, ſplen- 
did, generous, eaſy, fine young Gentleman. My Genius, 
I muſt confeſs, has a bent to that kind of Deſcription ; 
and my N Ny you, Sir, may paſs for unque= 
fionable, ſince in all theſe happy Accompliſhments, you 
come ſo near to my Darling Character, abating his In- 
ton ſtancy. | 
What an unſpeakable Bleſſing is Youth and Fortune, 
when a happy Underſtanding comes in, to moderate the 
Deſires of the firſt, and to refine npon the Advantages 
of the latter; when a Gentleman is Maſter of all Plaa- 


| ſures, but a Slave to none; who has travell'd, not for 


the Curioſity of gthe Sight, but for the Improvement 
of the Mind's Eye; and who returns full of every thing 
but him ſelf An Author might ſay a great deal 
more, but a Friend, Sir, nay, an Enemy muſt allow 

1 
I ſhall here, Sir, meet with two Obſtacles, your Mo- 
deſty and your Senſe; the firſt as a Cenſor upon the 
Snbjett, the ſecond as 4 Critick 3 the Style: But I 
MN 2 an 


The Epiſtle * 


am in my Purpoſe, and will maintain what 
17 to the laſt drop of my Pen; which I may the 
more undertake, having all the World on my 
fide ; nay, I have your very ſelf againſt von; for by 
declining to hear your own Merit, your Friends are au- 
thorix d the more to proc it. 

Your Gemeroſity and eaſmneſs of Femper is not only ob- 
= in oor © mon Affairs and Converſation, but 
more pla nt in your darling Amuſement, that 
r = Dilater of the Mind, Muſick ; from 
your Affection for this delightful Study, we may deduce 
the pleaſing Harmony that is apparent in all your Acti- 
ons ; and be aſſur d, Sir, that a Perſon muſt be poſſeſi d 
of 4: very. divine Soul, who is ſo much in love wyh the 
Entertainment of Angels. 

From your Encouragement of Muſick, if there be 
any Poetry here, it has a Claim, by the Right of Kin- 
dred, to your Favour and Aſſection. You were pleas 
20 bonorir the Repreſentation of this Play with your 
A ance at al times, which flatter ter'd my hopes 
that there might be ſamething in it-which your good 
Nature might excuſe. With the Honour 1 here intend 
for my ſelf, 1-likewiſe conſult the Intereſt of my Nati 
on, by ſhewing a Perſon that is ſo much a Reputation 
and Credit to my Countrey. Beſides all this, I was 
willing te make a handſome Complement to the Place 
of my Pupilage; by informing the World that ſo fine a 
Gentleman had the Seeds of his Education in the ſame 
een axed and at the ſame time with, 
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Your moſt faithful, and 
moſt hum ble Servant, 


G. FaRQUHAR: 


PRE-F: 


XR. 


COLI 


g give you the Hiſtory of this Play, wou d but 
canſe the Reader and the Writer a Trouble to 

ho purpoſe ; I ſhall only ſay, that I took the hint 

from Fletcher's Wild-gooſe Chaſe; and to thoſe who 

hy, that I have ſpoil'd the Original, I wiſh no other 

Injury, but that they would fay it again. 

Ads to the Succeſs of it, I think tis but a kind of 


Cremona ' buſineſs, I have neither loſt nor won. 


puſhed fairly, but the French were prepoſleſs'd, and 
the Charms of Gallick Heels were too hard for an 
1 4 Brain; but 1 am proud to own, that I have 

d my Head at the Ladies Feet. "The Favour was 


mavoidable, for we are a Nation fo very fond of 


improving our Underſtanding, that the Inſtructions 
of a Play does no good, when it comes in competi- 
tion with the Moral of Minuet. Pliny tells us in his 
Natural Hiſtory, of Elephants that were taught to 


4 dance on the Ropes; if this cou'd be made practica- 


ble now, what a number of Subſcriptions might be 
had to bring the Great Mogul out of Fleer-ftreer, and 


make him dance between the Acts. 


I remember, that about two Years ago, I had a 


J Gentleman from France that brought the Play-houſe 
 fome fifty Audiences in five Months; then why ſhould 


de ſurpriz'd to find a French Lady do as much? Tis 
the prettieſt way in the World, of deſpiſing the French 
King, to let him ſee that we can afford Money to 
bride away his Dancers, when he, poor Man, has 


$ Ehauſted all his Stock, in buying of ſome pitiful 
XE 
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Towns and Principalities : Cum multis aliiss What | 
can be a greater Complement to our generous Nati- 
on, than to have the Lady upon her retour to Paris, 
boaſt of their ſplendid Entertainment in England, of 
the Complaiſance, Liberality, and good Nature of 
a People, that thronged her Houſe ſo full, that ſhe 
had not room to ſtick a Pin; and left a poor Fellow, 
that had the ;Misfortune of being one of themfelves, | an 
without one Farthing for half a Year's Pains that he | in 
had taken for their Entertainment. evi 

There were ſome Gentlemen in the Pit the fiſt | Ex 
Night, that took the hint from the Prologue to damm mi 
the Play; but they made ſuch a noiſe in the Execu- | 
tion, that the People took the Out-cry for a Re- 
prieve ; ſo that the darling Miſchief was over-laid by | C 
their over-fondneſs of the Changling : Tis ſomewhat | is'i 
hard, that Gentlemen ſhou'd debaſe themſelves into ha. 
a Faction of a dozen, to ſtab a ſingle Perſon, who fac 
never had the Reſolution to face two Men at a time; | Ph 

if he has had the misfortune of any Miſunderſtanding _ 
with a particular Perſon, he has had a particular Per- 
ſon to anſwer it: But theſe Sparks wou'd be remar- | 
kable in their Reſentment; and if any Body falls un- 
der their Diſpleaſure, they ſcorn to call him to a par- 
ticular Account, but will very honourably burn his 
Houſe, or pick his Pocket. 

The Neu- Houſe has perfectly made me a Convert 
by their Civility on my fixth Night : For to be Friends, 
and reveng'd at the ſame time, I muſt give them a 
Play, that is, — when I write another. For Faction 
runs ſo high, that I cou'd wiſh the Senate wou'd ſup- 

reſs the Houſes, or put in force the Act againſt bri- | 

ing Elections; that Houſe which has the moſt Fa- 
vours to beſtow, will certainly carry it, ſpight of al 
Poetical Juſtice that wou'd ſupport r'other. 

I have heard ſome People fo extravagantly angry 
at this Play, that one wou'd think they had no res- 
ſon to be diſpleaſed at all; whilſt ſome ( otherwiſe 
Men of good Senſe) have commended it ſo much, 
that I was afraid they ridicul'd me; ſo that an 
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both, I am abſolutely at a loſs what to think on't; 
for tho' the Cauſe has come on fix Days ſucceſſively,. 
yet the Tryal, I fancy, is not determin'd. When 
our Devotion to Lenr, and our Lady, is over, the 
Buſineſs will be brought on again, and then ſhall we 
have fair Play for our Money. 

There is a Gentleman of the firſt Underſtanding, 
and a very good Critick, who faid of Mr. Wilks, that 
in this Part he out ated himſelf, and all Men that he 
erer ſaw. I wou'd not rob Mr. Wilks, by a worſe 
2 of mine, of a Complement that he ſo 
much deſerves. — | N 

I had almoſt forgot to tell you, that the turn of 
Plot in the laſt Act, is an Adventure of Chevalier de 
Chaſtillon in Paris, and Matter of Fact; but the thing 
vio univerſally known, that I think this Advice might 


have been ſpar'd, as well as all the reit of the Pre- 
| - —thas any good it will do cither to me or the 
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PROLOGUE 


That was ſpoken the firſt Night, receiy'd 


ſuch Additions from Mr. who ſpoke 
ir, that they are beſt if bury'd and forgot. 
Bat the following PROLOGUE is lite 


rally the ſame that was intended for the 
Play, and written by Mr. Motteux. 


L k E hungry Gueſts, a ſitting Audience looks : 
Plays are like Suppers : Poets are the Cooks. 

The Founder's Ton: The Table is this Place: 

The Carver We': The Prologice is the Grace. 

Each Act, a Cone; eath Scene, a difſerent diſh. 

Tho' we're in Letit, I doubt you're Hill for Fleſh. 

Satyr's the Sauce, high-ſtaſon'd, ſhayp and rough ; 

Kind Maſques and Beaux, I hops you re Pepper-proof. 

Wit is the Wine; but 'tis ſo ſcarce the true, 

Poets, like Vintners, balderdaſh and brew. 

Your ſurly Scenes, where Raht and Bloodſhed join, 

Are Butchers Meat, a Battle a Sirloin : 

Tour Scenes of Love, ſo flowing, ſoft and chaſie, 

Are Water-gruel, without Salt or Taſte. 

Baudy's fat Ven ſon, which tho ſtale, can pleaſe : 

Your Rakes love Hogoes, like your damn d French Cheeſe. 

Your Rarity for the ſair Gueſt to gape on, 

Is your nice Squeeker, or Italian Capon; 


Or 
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Or your French Virgin- Pullet, garniſb d round, 
And dreſs'd with Sauce of ſome Four hundred Pound. 
An Op'ra, like an Oglio, nicks the Age; ; 
Farce is the Haſty- Pudding of the Stage. 
For when you're treated with indifferent Cheer, 
Ye can diſpenſe with ſlender Stage-Coach Fare. 
A Paſtoral's whips Cream; Stage-Whims, mere Traſh. 
And Tragi-comedy\ half Fiſh and Fleſh. 
But Comedy, That, that's the darling Cheer. _ 
This Night we hope you'll an Inconſtant bear: 
Wild Fowl is lik'd in Play-houſe all the Year. 
Yet ſince each Mind betrays a diff rent Taſte, 
And ev'ry Diſh ſcarce pleaſes ev'ry Gueſt, 
If ought you reliſh, do not damn the refs. 


_ This Favour crav'd, up let the Muſick ftrike : 


Ton re welcome all Now fall to where you like, 


\ 


Dramatis Perſonz. 
M E N. 


Old Mirabel, an aged Gent. of an 
odd compound, between the 
Peeviſhnefs incident to his Years, > Mr. Pinkethman, ( 
and his Fatherly Fondneſs to- 

. wards his Son. 


Yeung Atirabel, his Son. Mr. Wilks, 
Captain Duretete, an honeſt good 


natur'd Fellow, that thinks — Mr. Bullock. | 
ſelf a greater Fool than he is. 


Dugard, Brother to Oriana. Mr. Mills. 
Petit, Servant to Dugard, after- a 
wards to his Siſter. Mr. Norris. 
WO M 1 E N. 


Oriana, a Lady contracted to Mi- 
rabel, who wou'd bring him to > Mrs. Rogers. 
Reaſon. 3 ä 


Diſarre, a whimſical Lady, Frien 


to Oriana, admir'd by Dur. Mrs. Verbrugges. 


Lamorce, a Woman. of Contri- 
| — * Þ Mrs. Ken 


Four Bravo's, two Gentlemen, and two Ladies, 
Soldiers, Servants, and Attendants, 
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ACT 1 


SCENE, The Street. 


— Dugard, and his Man Petit in Riding Habu 


rah, what's a Clock ? 
| Pet. Turn'd of eleven, Sir. 
Dag. No more! We have rid a ſwing- 
— 1s Pace from Nemours ſince two this 
> Morning! Petit, run to Ron + ar s, and 
— a Dinner at a Lewis d'Or a ad, to. be 
ready by one. 
Pet. How many will there be of you, Sir? 
Dug. Let me lee; 1 one, Duretete two, my 


ſelt three 


Pet. And I four. 
0 i Dag. 


> 4 The Inconſt. ant . Or, 

Dug. How now, Sir, at your old travelling Fa- 
miliarity ! When abroad, you had ſome Freedom for 
want of better Company ; but among my Friends at 
Paris, pray remember your Diſtance. _— Be gone, 
Sir, ——[Exis Petit.] This Fellow's Wit was-neceſ- 
fary abroad, but he's too cunning for a Domeſtick ; 
I muſt diſpoſe of him ſome way elſe. ——Who's here?. 
Old Mirabel, and my Siſter ! My deareſt Siſter ! 


Enter Old Mirabel and Oriana. 

Ori. My Brother! Welcome. 

Dug. Monſieur Mirabel“ I'm heartily glad to ſee 

u. ” p * 
SOL. AM. Honeſt Mr. Dagard, by the Blood of the 
Mirabels I'm your moſt humble Servant. 

Dug. Why, Sir, you've caſt your Skin ſure, you're 
briſk and gay, luſty Health about you, no fign of 
Age but your Silver Haits. 

Old u. Silver Hairs! Then they are Quick-ſilver 
Hairs, Sir. Whilſt 1 have Golden Pockets, let my 
Hairs be Silver an they will. Adsbud, Sir, 1. can 
dance, and fing, and drink, and —no, I can't wench. 
But Mr: Dugard, no News of my Son Bob in all your 
Travels? 

Dug. Your Son's come home, Sir. | 

Old M. Come home! Bob come home! By the 
Blood of the Mirabels, Mr. Dugard, what fay ye? 

Ori. Mr. Mirabel return'd, Sir? 

Dug. He's certainly. come, and you may ſee him 
within this Hour or-two. 

Old M. Swear it, Mr. Dugard, preſently ſwear it. 

Dug. Sir, he came to Town with me this Morn» 
ing, I left him at the Bagnieurs, being a little diſor- 
— aſter riding, and I ſhall ſee him again pre- 

ently. 


Old M. What! And he was aſham'd to aſk Bleſ-- 


fing with his Boots on. A nice Dog! Well, and 
how fares the young Rogue, ha ? 


we. A fine Gentleman, Sir, He'll be his own- | 


Meſſenger. . 


Old. 


— * 


fc 


th 
D 
ſe 
0 
e: 
m 
by 
M 
. 
* 
I 
d 
1 


Fa- 
for 
at 
ne, 
eſ- 
k; 


e 2. 


I're 


ver 


% 


The Way to win him. 3 
Old u. A fine Gentleman! But is the Rogue like 


me {till ? 

Dug. Why yes, Sir; he's very like his Mother, 
and as like you as moſt modern Sons are to their Fa- 
thers. 1 | 
1 Old M. Why, Sir, don't you think tha at 

im ? =. 

Dug. Why yes, Sir; you marry'd his Mother, and 
he inherits your Eſtate. He's very like you, upon 
my Word. 

Ori. And pray, Brother, what's become of his 


_ honeſt Companion, Duretete? 


Dug. Who, the Captain? The very ſame he went 
abroad; he's the only French- man 1 ever knew that 
cou'd not change. Your Son, Mr. Mirabel, is more 
oblig'd to Nature for that Fellow's Compoſition than 
for his own: for he's more happy in Dwretete's Fol- 
ly than his own Wit. In ſhort, they are as inſepa- 
rable as Finger and Thumb, but the firſt Inſtance in 
the World, I believe, of Oppoſition in Friendſhip. 

Old M. Very well; will he be home to Dinner, 


think ye? 


Dug. Sir, he has order'd me to beſpeak a Dinner- 
for us at Rowſſeaw's at a Lewidore a Head. 

Old M. A Lewidore a head! Well ſaid, Bes; by: 
the Blood of the Mirabels Bob's improv'd. But Mr. 
Dugard, was it ſo civil of Bob to viſit Monſieur Rowſ- 
ſean before his own Natural Father? Eh! Heark'e 
Oriana, what think you, now, of a Fellow that can 
eat and drink ye a whole Lewidore at a fitting ? He. 
muſt be as ſtrong as Hercules; Life and Spirit in a- 
bundance. Before Gad I don't wonder at theſe. 
Men of Quality, that their own Wives can't ſerve. 
'em. A Lewidore a head ! tis enough to ſtock the 
whole Nation with Baſtards, tis Faith. Mr. Dagard, 
J leave you with your Siſter. [ Exit. 

Dug. Well, Sifter, I need not aſk you how you 
do, your Looks reſolve me; fair, tall, well ſhap'd;. 
you're almoſt grown out of my Remembrance. 


Ori 


* 4 The Inconſtaut . Or, 

Ori. Why, truly Brother, I look pretty well, thank 
Nature and my Toylet; I have os the Jaundice, 
Green-fickneſs, and the Small-pox ; I cat three Meals 


a Day, and very merry when up, and fleep ſoundly 
when I'm down. 


Baut, Siſter, you remember that upon my go- 
ines you wou'd chuſe this old Gentleman for 
your Guardian; he's no more related to our Famil 
than Preſter John, and I have no reaſon to thi 
you miſtruſted my Management of your Fortune, 
therefore pray be ſo kind as. to tell me without Re- 
ſervation the true Cauſe of making ſuch a Choice. 

Ori. Look'e Brother, you were going a rambling, 
and twas proper, leſt | ſhould go a rambling too, 
that ſome-body ſhou'd take care of me. Old Mon- 
ſieur Mirabel is an honeſt Gentleman, was our Fa- 
ther's Friend, and has a young Lady in his Houſe, 
whoſe Company | like, and who has choſen him for 
her Guardian as well as I. 

Dug. Who, Madamoiſelle Biſarre ? 

Ori The ſame; we live merrily together, with- 
out Scandal or Reproach ; we make much of the 
old Gentleman between us, and he takes care of us; 
we eat what we like, go to Bed when we pleaſe, riſe 
when we will, all the Week we dance and fing, and 
upon Sundays go firſt to Church, and then to the Play. 
— Now, Brother, beſides theſe Motives for chuſing 
this Gentleman for my Guardian, perhaps I had ſome 
private Reaſons. 


Dug. Not ſo private as you imagine, Siſter ; your | 


Love to young Mirabel; no Secret, I can aſſure you, 
but ſo publick that all your Friends are aſham'd on't. 

Ori. O' my Word then, my Friends are very baſh- 
ful; tho' I'm afraid, Sir, that thoſe People are not 
aſham'd enough at their own Crimes, who have fo 
many Bluſhes to ſpare for the Faults of their Neigh- 
bours. " 

Dug. Ay, but Siſter, the People ſay 

Ori. Pſhaw, hang the People, they'll talk Treaſqn, 
and profane their Maker; muſt we therefore ip, 
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| that our King is a Tyrant, and Religion a Cheat. 
Look'e, Brother, their Court of Enquiry is a Ta- 
yern, and their Informer, Claret : They think as they 
y drink, and ſwallow Reputations like Loches; a La- 
dy's Health goes briſkly round with the Gl aſs, but 
d- her Honour is loſt in the Toaſt. 
or Dug. Ay, but Siſter, there is ſtill ſomething —— 
Ori. If there be ſomething, Brother, tis none of 
the People's ſomething ; Marriage is my thing, and 
e, II ſtick to't. . | 
e- Dug. Marriage! Young Airabel marry! He'll 
build Churches ſooner ; take heed, Siſter, tho“ your 
g. Honour ſtood Proof to his home-bred Aſſaults, you 
o, muſt keep a ſtricter Guard for the future; he has now 
n- got the foreign Air and the Hralian Softneſs; his Wit's 
a- improv'd by Converſe, his Behaviour finifh'd by Ob- 
e, ſervation, and his Aſſurance confirm'd by _ 
or ' Siſter, I can aſſure you he has made his Conqueſts; 
' and tis a Plague upon your Sex, to be the ſoonefd 
| deceived by thoſe very Men that you know have 
h- been falſe to others. 


- 
. 


he Ori. Then why will you tell me of his Conqueſts; 
8; for I muſt confeſs there is no Title to a Woman's 
ſe Favour ſo engaging as the repute of a handſome Diſ- 
nd fimulation ; there is ſomething of a Pride to ſee a 
Y. Fellow lie at our Feet, that has triumph'd over ſo 
E many; and then, I don't know, we fancy he muſt 
ne have ſomething extraordinary about him to pleaſe us, 
aud that we have ſomething engaging about us to ſe- 
ur cure him ; ſo we can't be quiet, till we put our ſelyes 
u, upon the lay of being both diſappointed. 
£ Dag. But then, Siſter, he's as fickle—— 
h- Ori. For God's ſake, Brother, tell me no more of 
ot his Faults, for if you do I ſhall run mad for him: 
ſo Say no more, Sir, let me but get him into the Bands 


h- of Matrimony, I'Il ſpoil his wandring, I warrant him. 
n do his Buſineſs that way, never fear. 
Dug. Well, Siſter, I won't pretend to underſtand 
n, the Engagements between you and your Lover; [ 
er, expect, when you have need of my * Aſ- 
GE Ultance, 


4 The Inconflant : Or, 
ſiſtance, you will let me know more of your Affairs. 
Mirabel is a Gentleman, and as far as my Honour 
and Intereſt can reach,. you may command me to the 
furtherance of your Happineſs;: In the mean time, 
Siſter, I have a great mind to make you a Preſent of 
another humble Servant ;. a Fellow that I took up at 
Lyons, who has ſerv'd me honeſtly ever fince. 
Ori. Then why. will you part with him? 
Dug. He has gain'd ſo inſufferably on my good 
Humour, that he's grown too familiar; but the Fel- 
low's cunning, and may be ſerviceable to you in your 


Affair with Mirabel. Here he comes. 


Enter Petit. 

Well, Sir; have you been at Rowſſeas's ? 
Pet. Yes, Sir, and who ſhould I find there, but Mr. 
Mirabel and the Captain, hatching as warmly over 2 
Tub of Ice, as two Hen-Pheaſants over a Brood 
They would let me beſpeak nothing, for they had 
An d before I came. 
Dag. Come, Sir, you ſhall ſerve my Siſter, I ſhall 
ſtill continue kind to you, and if your Lady recom- 
mends your Diligence upon Tryal, I'll uſe my Inte- 
reſt to advance you; you have Senſe enough to ex- 
pet Preferment. — Here, Sirrah, here's ten Gui- 
nea's for thee, get thy ſelf a Drugget Suit and a Puff- 
Wig, and ſo - I dub thee Gentleman Uſher. — 
Siſter, I muſt put my ſelf in Repair, you may expet 
me in the Evening. _— Wait on your Lady home, 
Petit. [ Exit Dug, 

Pet. A Chair, a Chair, a Chair. RE: 1; 

Ori. No, no, I'll walk home, 'tis but next Door. 


SFT 
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poor Creatures! Tis a ſure fign the Army is not paid. 
ire me the plump Venetian, briſk and ſanguine, 
that ſmiles upon me like the glowing Sun, and meets 
my Lips like ſparkling Wine, her Perſon ſhining as 
the Glaſs, and Spirit like the foaming Liquor. ; 

Dur. Ah, Mirabel, Italy I grant you; but for our 
Women here in France, they are fuch thin Brawn- 
fall'n Jades, a Man may as well make a Bed-fellow 
of a Cane-Chair. 

Air. France! A light unſeaſon'd Countrey, nothing 
but Feathers, Foppery, and Faſhions; we're fine in- 
deed, ſo are our Coach-Horſes; Men ſay we're Cour- 
tiers, Men abuſe us; that we are wiſe and politick, 
non credo Seigneur: That our Women have Wit; Par- 
rots, mere Parrots, Aſſurance and a good Memory, 
ſets them up; There's nothing on this fide the 
Alps worth my humble Service t'ye — Ha Rome ia 
Santa, Italy for my Money; their Cuſtoms, Gardens, 
Buildings, Paintings, Muſick, Policies, Wine and Wo- 
men ! the Paradiſe of the World; —— not peſter'd 
with a parcel of preciſe old gouty Fellows, that would 
debar their Children every Pleaſure that they them- 
ſelves are paſt the ſenſe of: commend me to the 
kalian Familiarity ; Here, Son, there's Fifty Crowns, 
go pay your Whore her Week's Allowance.  -- 
Dur. Ay, theſe are your Fathers for you; that un- 
derſtand the Neceſſities of young Men; not like. our 
muſty Dads, who beeauſe they cannot fiſh them- 
ſelves, would muddy the Water, and ſpoil the Sport 
of them that can. But now you talk of the Plump, 
what d'ye think of a Dutch Woman? | 
Air. A Dutch Woman, too compact, nay, every 
thing among em is ſo; a Dutch Man is thick, a Dutch: 
Woman is ſquab, a Dutch Horſe is round, a Dutch 


Dog is ſhort, a Dwtch Ship is broad-bottom'd; and. 


m ſhort, one wou'd ſwear the whole Products of the 
Countrey were caſt in the ſame Mold with their 
Cheeſes. x | 

Dur. Ay, but Mirabel, you have forgot the Engliſh 


Mir. 
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| Air. The Women of England were excellent, did 
they not take ſuch unfufferable pains to ruine what 
Nature has made ſo incom rably well; they wou d 
be delicate Creatures — cou'd they but through 
Iy arrive at the French Mien, or entirely let it a- 
lone; for they only ſpoil a very good Air of their 
own, by an aukward Imitation of ours; their Parlia- 
ments and our Taylors give Laws to their three King- 
doms. But come, Dwretete, let us mind the buſineſs 
in hand; Miſtreſſes, we muſt have, and muſt take up 
with the manufacture of the Place, and upon a com- 
petent diligence we ſhall find thoſe in Paris ſhall match 
the 1:alians from top to toe. | 

Dar. Ay, Mirabel, you will do well enough, but 
what will become of your Friend; you know I am 
ſo — ſo naturally an Aſs upon theſe oc- 

ns, A — 

-* Mir. Plhaw, you muſt be bolder Man: Travel 
three Years, and bring home ſuch a Baby as Baſhful- 
__ A great luſty Fellow! and a Soldier! fye upon 


Dur. Look e, Sir, I can viſit, and I can ogle a lit- 
tle,—— as thus, or thus now. Then I can kiſs a- 
bundantly, and make a ſhift to——but if they chance 
to give me a forbidding Look, as ſome Women, you 
know have a deviliſh Caſt with their Eyes, — or if 
they cry, what d'ye mean? what d'e take me for? 
Fye, Sir, remember who I am, Sir —A Perſon of 
Quality to be us'd at this rate! I gad I'm ſtruck as 
flat as a Frying-pan. 

Mir. Words o' courſe ! never mind em, turn you 
about upon your heel with a jante Air ; hum out the 
end of an old Song; cut a croſs caper, and at her 2 

ain. | 
« Dur. [Imitates him.] No hang it, 'twill never do. 
——-QOons, what did my Father mean by ſticking me 
up in an Univerſity, or to think that I ſhou'd gain = 
thing by my Head, in a Nation whoſe Genius hes 
in their Heels. 


Well, if ever I come to have 


Children of my own , they ſhall have the . 
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of the Countrey, they ſhall learn to dance before they 
can walk, and be taught to ſing before i 
Mir. Come, come, throw off that childiſh Humour, 
put on Aſſurance, there's no avoiding it; ſtand all 
Hazards, thou'rt a ſtout luſty Fellow, and haſt a good 
Eſtate; look Bluff, hector, you have a good Side- 
box Face, a pretty impudent Face; fo, that's pretty 
well. —— This Fellow went abroad like an Ox, and 
is return'd like an Aſs. [ Aſfode. 
Dur. Let me ſee now, how I look. [ Pulls out 4 
Pocket-Glaſs and looks on t.] A Side-box Face, fay 
you !-——Egad I don't like it, Mirabel. Fye, Sir, 
don't abuſe your Friends, I cou'd not wear ſuch a 
Face for the beſt Counteſs in Chriſtendom. 
Mir. Why can't you, Blockhead, as well as I? | 
Dur. Why, thou haſt impudence to ſet a good 
Face upon any thing; I wou'd change half my Gold 
for half 4 raſs, with all my Heart. Who comes 


here? O Mirabel, your Father! 
Enter Old Mirabel. 
Old Mir. Where's Bob, dear Bob ? 


Mir. Your Bleſſing, Sir, 

Old M. My Bleſſing! Dam ye, you young Rogue ; 
why did not you come to ſee your Father firſt, Sir- 
rah? My dear Boy, I am heartily glad to ſee thee, 
my dear Child, faith Captain Duretete, by the 
Blood of the Mirabels, I'm yours; Well, my Lads, 
* look bravely faith. Bob, haſt got any Money 

tt: | 
Mir. Not a Farthing, Sir. 

Old Mir. Why, then I won't gi'thee a Souſe. 

Mir. Sir, I did but jeſt, here's ten Piſtols. 

Old Mir. Why, then here's ten more; | love to be 
charitable to thoſe that don't want it :—— Well, and 
how d'ye like raly, my Boys? | 

Mir. O the Garden of the World, Sir; Rome, Na- 
ples, Venice, Milan, and a thouſand others——all fine. 

Old M. Ay, fay you fo! And they ſay, that Chi- 
ars is very fine too. 


Dur. 
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Dur. Indifferent, Sir, very indifferent; a very ſcur- 
vy Air, the moſt unwholſome to a French Conſtitu- 
rion in the World. ; | » 
Mir. Pſhaw, nothing on't ; theſe raſcally Gazetteer: 
have miſinform'd you. | | | 
Old Mu. Miſinform'd me! Oons, Sir, were not we 
beaten there ? 

Mir. Beaten, Sir! the French beaten ! 

Old M. Why, how was it, pray, ſweet Sir? | 
Air. Sir, the Captain will tell you. 
Dur. No, Sir, your Son will tell you. | 

Air. The Captain was in the Action, Sir. | 
Dur. Your Son ſaw more than I, Sir, for he was 
4 Looker on. | 


Old M. Confound you both for a brace of Cowards: 


here are no Germans to over-hear you; why don't 
ye tell me how it was? WIG "x TO 
" Mir. Why, then you muſt know, that we march'd 
up u Body of the fineſf, braveſt, well-drefs'd Fellows 
in the Univerſe; our Commanders at the Head of 
us, all Lace and Feather, like ſo many Beaux at 2 
Ball. I don't believe there was a Man of em but 
cou'd dance a Charmer, Morbleu. mm 

Old M. Dance! very well, pretty Fellows, Faith! 
| Mir. We caper'd up to their very Trenches, and 
there ſaw peeping over a parcel of Scare-crow, Olive. 


colour'd, Gunpowder Fellows, as ugly as the Devil. 


Dur. Igad, | ſhall never forget the Looks of em, 
While I have Breath to fetch. | 
Mir. The 
with their Cannon; but for the reſt, we found em 
fuch unmannerly, rude, unſociable Dogs, that we 


pow tir d of their Company, and ſo we een danc'd | 


again. 
Old M. And did ye all come back ? ; 
© * No, two or three thouſand of us ſtay'd be- 
nd. 
Old M. Why, Bos, why? 


Mir. Plhaw—— becauſe they cou d not come that 


Night; — but come, Sir, we were talking of ſome- 
ching 


were ſo civil indeed as to welcome us 
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thing elſe ; pray how does your lovely Charge, the 
fair Oriana ? 4s 


Old M. Ripe, . Sir, juſt ripe; you'll find it better 


engaging with her than with the Germans, let me tell 


you. And what wou'd you iay, my young Mars, 
if I had a Venus for thee too? Come, Bob, your A- 
partment is ready, and pray let your Friend be my 
Gueſt too, you ſhall command the Houſe between 
ye, and I'll be as merry as the beſt of you. | 

Mir. Bravely faid, Father. 
Let Miſers bend their Age with niggard Cares, 
And ſtarve themſelves to pamper hungry Heirs; 
Who, living, ſtint their Sons what Youth may crave 
And make 'em revel o'er a Father's Grave. 


The Stock on which 1 grew, does ſtill diſpenſe 


Its Genial Sap into the blooming Branch ; , 
The Fruit, he knows, from his own Root is grown. 
And therefore ſooths thoſe Paſſions once his own. 


{ The End of the f, ACT. 
Ct oLorotorototo an MO: 


Ker | 
SCENE, Old Mirabel's Houſe. 


Otiana and Biſarre. 


Bi/. A ND you love this young Rake, d'ye? 
Ori. Yes. 
B:ſ. In ſpight of all his ill Uſage. 
Ori. I can't help it. 
Biſ. What's the matter wi'ye ? 
Ori. Pſhaw ! 


Biſ. Um! before that any young, lying, ſwear- 
ing, flattering, rakehelly Fellow, ſhou'd ray I 
| ri 
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Tricks with me, I wou'd wear my Teeth to the ſtumps 
with Lime and Chalk. „the Devil take all 
your Caſſandra's and Cleopatra's for me. Pri- 
thee mind your Ayres, Modes and Faſhions; your 
Stays, Gowns, and Furb:lows. Hark'e, my Dear, 
have you got home your Furbelow'd Smocks yet ? 
Ori. Prithee be quiet, Biſarre; you know, I can 
* mad as you, when this Airabel is out of my 
Biſ. Pſhaw ! would he were out, or in, or ſome 


way to make you eaſie.— I warrant now, you'll 


play the Fool when he comes, and ſay you love him; 


Ori. Moſt certainly; I can't difſemble, Biſarre: 
—beſides, tis paſt that, we're contracted. 

Bi. Contracted! alack a-day, poor thing. What, 

you have chang'd Rings, or broken an old Broad. piece 

between you ! Heark'e, Child, han't you broke ſome- 

thing elſe between ye? 

Ori. No, no, I can aſſure you. 

Bif. Then, what d'ye whine for? Whilſt I kept 
that in my Power, I wou'd make a Fool of any Fel 
low in France. Well, I muſt confeſs, I do Lo 
little Coquetting with all my heart! my Buſineſs ſhou d 
be to break Gold with my Lover one hour, and crack 
my Promiſe the next; he ſhou'd find me one Day 
with a Prayer-book in my Hand, and with a Play- 


book another. He ſhon'd have my Conſent to buy ' 


the Wedding-Ring, and the next moment wou'd [ 
laugh in his Face. 

Ori. O my Dear, were there no greater Tye upon 
my Heart, than there is upon my Conſcience, I wou d 
ſoon throw the Contract out o' Doors; but the miſ- 
chief on't is, I am ſo fond of being ty'd, that I'm 
forc'd to be juſt, and the ſtrength of my Paſſion keeps 
down the Inclination of my Sex. But here's the old 
Gentleman. 

Old M. Where's my Wenches? where's my two 


little Girls? Eh! Have a care, look to your ſelves, 


$ 
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faith, they're a coming, the Travellers are a coming. 
Well! which of you two will be my Daughter- in- 
Law now? Biſarre, Biſarre, what ſay you, Mad-cap ?- 


| Mirabel is a pure wild Fellow. 


Biſ. I like him the worſe. 


Old M. You lye, Honey, you like him the bet- 


ter, indeed you do: What ſay you, my t'other lit- 
tle Filbert? he! | 

Ori. I ſuppoſe the Gentleman will chuſe for him- 
ſelf, Sir. 
F. oa Why, that's diſcreetly ſaid ; and ſo he 


Enter Mirabel and Duretete, they ſalute the Ladies. 

Bob. Heark e, you ſhall marry one of the Girls, 
Sirrah. | 

Mir. Sir, I'll marry em both, if you pleaſe. 

Biſ. [ Aſide.) He'll find that one may ſerve his 
turn 


Old M. Both! Why, you young Dog, d'ye ban+ 
ter me? Come, Sir, take your Choice. Dure- 
tete, you ſhall have your Choice too; but Robin ſhall 
chuſe firſt. Come, Sir, begin. 

Mir. Well, I a'n't the firſt Son that has made his 
Father's Dwelling a Bawdy-houſe —— let me ſee. 

Old M. Well! which d'ye like? 

Mir. Both. 4 

Old M. But which will you marry ? 

Mir. Neither. 

Old M. Neither ! —— Don't make me angry now, 
Bob ; y don't make me angry. Look e, Sir- 
rah, if I don't dance at your Wedding to morrow, 
I ſhall be very glad to cry at your Grave. 

Mir. That's a Bull, Father. | | 

Old M. A Bull! Why, how now, ungrateful Sir, 
did I-make thee a Man, that thou ſhouldſt make me 
a Beaſt? 


2 Your Pardon, Sir, I only meant your Expreſ- 


Old, 
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Old M. Heark'e, Bob. learn better Manners to 
your Father before Strangers: 1 won't be angry this 


6 time.— hut oons, if ever you do'Þ again, you Raſ- 


cal; remember what I ſay. - [Ext. 

Air. Plhaw, what does the old Fellow mean by 
mewing me up here with a couple of green Girls? 
Come, Duretete, will you go? 

Ori. I hope, Mr. Mirabel, you ha'n't forgot 

Mir. No, no, Madam, I ha'n't forgot, I have 
brought you a thouſand little Italian Curiofities ; I'll 
aſſure you, Madam, as far as a hundred Piſtoles wou'd 
reach, I ha'n't forgot the leaſt Circumſtance. 

Ori. Sir, you miſunderſtand me. 

Mir. Odſo, the Relicks, Madam from Rome. I do 
remember now you made a Vow of Chaſtity before 
my departure ; a Vow of Chaſtity, or ſomething like 
it ; was it not, Madam ? 

- Ori. O Sir, I'm anſwer'd at preſent. [ Exit, 

Mir. She was coming full mouth upon me with 
her Contract Wou'd I might diſpatch t'other. 
Dur. Mirabel, — that Lady there, obſerve her, 
ſhe's wondrous pretty, faith, and ſeems to have but 
few Words ; I like her mainly : ſpeak to her, Man, 
prithee ſpeak to her. 

Mir. Madam, here's a Gentleman, who declares— 

Dur. Madam, don't believe him, I declare no- 
thing What the Devil do you mean, Man? 

Mir. He ſays, Madam, that you are as beautiful as 
an Angel. 3 | 

Dur. He tells a damn'd Lye, Madam; I ſay no 
ſuch thing: Are you mad, Mirabel? Why, I ſhall 
drop down with ſhame. 

Mir. And ſo, Madam, not doubting but your La- 
dyſhip'may like him as well as he does you, I think 
it proper to leave you together. , 

| [ Going, Duretete holds him. 

Dar. Hold, hold, — why Mirabel, Friend, ſure 
you won't be ſo barbarous as to leave me alone. Pri- 
thee ſpeak to her for your ſelf, as it were. 
Lord, that a French-man ſhould want Impudence ? 

: I 
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» Mir. You look mighty demure, Madam. She's 
us deaf, Captain. 


Js Dur. I had much rather have her dumb. 

it. Mir. The Gravity of your Air, Madam, promiſes 

Dy ſome extraordinary Fruits from your Study, which - 

$? moves us with a Curioſity to enquire the Subject of 
your Ladyſhip's Contemplation. Not a Word! 

— Dur. I hope in the Lord ſhe's ſpeechleſs; if ſhe 


ve be, ſhe's mine this moment. AIirabel, d'ye think 
I a Woman's Silence can be natural? | 
d Biſ. But the Forms that Logicians introduce, and 
which proceed from ſimple Enumeration, are dubi- 
table, and proceed only upon admittance 


do Mir. Hoyty toyty ! what a plague have-we here? 

Ire Plato in Petticoats ! | 

ke Dur. Ay, ay, let her go on, Man; ſhe talks in my 
own * 

cit, Biſ. "Tis expos d to invalidity from a contradictory 


ith | inſtance, looks only upon common Operations, and 
is infinite in its Termination. 


er, Mir. Rare Pedantry. | | 
but Dur. Axioms! Axioms! Self-evident Principles. 
an, Biſ. Then the Ideas wherewith the Mind is pre- 


occupate.  e—O Gentlemen, I hope you'll pardon 
my Cogitation; I was involv'd in a profound Point 
10- of Philoſophy ; but I ſhall diſcuſs it ſomewhere elle, 
| being ſatisfy d that the Subject is not agreeable to 
| as you Sparks, that profeſs the Vanity of the Times. 
Exit. 
no Mir. Go thy way, good Wife Bias: Do 8 
hall Duretete ? Doſt hear this ſtarch'd piece of Aufterity ? 
Dur. She's mine, Man; ſhe's mine: my own Ta- 
La- | lenttoa T. I'll match her in Dialects, faith. I was 
ink ſeven Years at the Univerſity, Man, nurs'd up with 
| Barbara, Celarunt, Darn, Ferio, Baralipton. Did 
im. | you never know, Man, that 'twas Metaphyſicks made 
ure me an Aſs? It was, faith. Had the talk'd a word of 
Pri- Singing, Dancing, Plays, Faſhions, or the like, I had 
xd, | founder'd at the firſt Step; but as ſhe is Mirabel, 
2 wiſh me Joy, | 


N Mir. 
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Air. You don't mean Marriage, I hope. 

Dur. No, no, I am a Man of more Honour. 

Mir. Bravely reſolv'd, Captain, now for thy Cre- 
dit, warm me this frozen Snow-ball, twill be a Con- 
queſt above the Alps. 

Dur. But will you promiſe to be always near me? 

Mir. Upon all Occaſions, never fear. 

Dur. Why then, you ſhall ſee me in two Mo- 
ments make an Induction from my Love to her 
Hand, from her Hand to her Mouth, from her 
Mouth to her Heart, and ſo conclude in her Bed, 
Categorimatice. 

Mir. Now the Game begins, and my Fool is en- 
ter d. But here comes one to ſpoil my Sport; 
now ſhall I be teiz'd to death with this old faſhion'd 
Contract. I ſhou'd love her too, if I might do it 
my own way, but ſhe'll do nothing without Wit- 
neſſes forſoath: I wonder Women can be ſo immo- 


deſt. 
Enter Oriana. 

Well, Madam, why d'ye follow me ? 

Oni. Well, Sir, why do you ſhun me? 
Mir. Tis my Humour, Madam, and I'm natu- 

rally ſway'd by Inclination. 
Ori. Have you forgot our Contract, Sir? 

Air. All I remember of that Contract is, that it 
was made ſome three Years ago, and that's enough 
in Conſcience to forget the reſt on't. 

Ori. Tis ſufficient, Sir, to recolle the paſſing of 
it, for in that Circumſtance, I preſume, lies the force 
of the Obligation, 

* Air. Obligations, Madam, that are forc'd upon 
the Will are no tye upon the Conſcience; I was 2 
Slave to my Paſſion when I paſs'd the Inſtrument, 
but the Recovery of my Freedom makes the Con- 
tract void. | | 

Ori. Sir, you can't make that a Compulfion which 
was your own Choice; beſides, Sir, a Subjection to 
your own Defires has not the Virtue of a forcible 
Conſtraint : And you will find, Sir, that % 

you 


| 
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your Paſſion for the killing of a Man will hardly ex- 
empt you from the Juſtice of the Puniſhment. 

Mir. And ſo, Madam, you make the Sin of Mur- 
ther and the Crime of a Contract the very ſame, be- 
_ that Hanging and Matrimony are ſo much a- 


Ori. Come, Mr. Mirabel, theſe Expreſſions I ex- 
pare from the Raillery of your Humour, but I 

pe for very different Sentimeuts from your Ho- 
nour and Generoſity. 

Mir. Look'e, Madam, as for my Generoſity, tis 
at your Service, with all my Heart: I'll keep you 
a Coach and fix Horſes, if you pleaſe, only permit 
me to keep my Honour to my ſelf; for I can aſſure 
you, Madam, that the thing call'd Honour is a Cir- 
cumſtance abſolutely unneceſſary in a natural Correſ- 

ndence between Male and Female, and he's a 

ad-man that lays it out, conſidering its Scarcity, 
upon any ſuch trivial Occafions. There's Honour 
requir'd of us by our Friends, and Honour due to 
our Enemies, and they return it to us again ; but I 
never heard of a Man that left but an Inch of his 
Honour in a Woman's keeping, that cou'd ever get 
the leaſt account on't. —— Conſider, Madam, you 
have no ſuch thing among ye, and 'tis-a main Point 
of Policy to keep no Faith with Reprobates thou 
art a pretty little Reprobate, and ſo get thee about 
thy Buſineſs. 

Ori. Well, Sir, even all this I will allow to the 


Bayern of your Temper; your Travels have im- 
rov* 


your Talent of Talking, but they are not of 
orce, I hope, to impair your Morals. : 
Mir. Morals! Why there tis again now —— I tell 


thee, Child, there is not the leaſt occafion for Mo- 


rals in any Buſineſs between you and Don't you 
know that of all Commerce in the World there is no 


' ſuch Cozenage and Deceit as in the Traffick between 


Man and Woman; we ſtudy all our Lives long how 
to put Tricks upon one another What is your Bu- 
iineſß now, from the time you throw away your Ar- 

As N 2 tificial 
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tificial Babies, but how to get Natural Ones with the 
moſt Advantage ? —— No Fowler lays abroad more 
Nets for his Game, nor a Hunter for his Prey, than 
you do to catch poor innocent Men — do 
7 fit three or four Hours at your Toylet in 2 

orning? only with a villanous Deſign to make 
ſome poor Fellow a Fool before Night. What are 
your — Looks, your ſtudy'd Airs and Af- 
fectations, but ſo many Baits and Devices to delude 
Men out of their dear Liberty and Freedom? 
What d'ye ſigh for? What d'ye weep for? What 
d' ye pray for? Why for a Huſband : That is, you 
implore Providence to aſſiſt you in the juſt and pious 
Deſign of making the wiſeſt of his Creatures a Fool, 
and the Head of the Creation a Slave. 


Ori. Sir, I am proud of my Power, and am re- 
ſolv'd to uſe it. 
Mir. Hold, hold, Madam, not ſo faſ. As you 
have Variety of Vanities to make Coxcombs of us; 
we have Vows, Oaths, and Proteſtations, of all 
orts and fizes to make Fools of you. As you are 
very ſtrange and whimſical Creatures, ſo we are al- 
Jlow'd as unaccountable ways of managing you. And 
this, in ſhort, my dear Creature, is our preſent Con- 
dition, I have ſworn and ly'd briſkly to gain 'my 
Ends of you; your Ladyſhip has patch'd and paint- 
1 to gain your Ends of me — But, ſince 
we are both diſappointed, let us make a drawn Bat- 
tel, and part clear on both ſides. 
- Ori. With all my Heart, Sir; give me up my 
Contract, and I'll never fee your Face again. 
Air. Indeed I won't, Child. 
Ori. What, Sir, neither do one nor tother ? 

Mir. No, you ſhall die a Maid, unleſs you pleaſe 
to be otherwiſe upon my Terms. 

Ori. What do you intend by this, Sir ? 

Mir. Why, to ſtarve you into Compliance ; look'e, 
you ſhall never marry any Man; and you had as 
good let me do you a Kindneſs as a Stranger. 

Ori. Sir, you're a—— 


Mir. 


ir. 


. dem: d'ye think 1 could be ſo u 
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Mir. What am b, Miſtreſs ? 
. A Villain, Sir. 

Ms Ta glad on't. — I never knew an doo 
Fellow in my Life, but was a Villain upon theſe Oc 
cafions. —— Ha'n't you drawn your ſelf now _ * 
very pretty Dilemma? Ha, ha, ha; the poor 


has made a Vow of Virginity, when ſhe thought af 


making a Vow for the contrary. Was ever poor 


ſo cheated into Chaſtity ? 2 
9 my Fortune is equal to yours, my Friends 


| 2s powerful, and both ſhall be put to the Teſt, to 


+ —_ ! you'll force me to marry you, will ye ? 
ori. Sir, the Law ſhall. / 
—4 — — Law can't force me to do any thing 
elſe, can it? ge 
__ „I deſpiſe hee. Monſter. N 
— . be Friends tnen Don't cry. Child, 


. hb Come, 
and you ſball have your Sugar Rep Tonable as to 


— id bat jeſt. 
. nee pour Con- 
tract, an e me mine. — — 

Ori. No, I won't. | 

Mir. Eh! What is the Girl a Fool? 

Ori. No, Sir, you ſhall find me cunning enough 
to do my ſelf Juſtice ; and ſince I muſt not depend 
upon your Love, I']l be reveng'd, and force you to 
marry me out of ſpight. - 


Mir. Then I'll beat thee out of ſpight; make a 
moſt confounded Huſband. 


Ori. O Sir, I ſhall match ye: A good Huſband 
makes a good Wife at any time. 
Mir. IU rattle down your China about your Ears. 
Ori. And I'll rattle about the City to run you in 
for more. 


Mir. Your Face-mending Toylet ſhall fly out of 
the Window. 

Ori. And your Face-mending Perriwig ſhall fly af- 
ter it. 


N 3 Air. 
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Mir. I'll tear the Furbelow off your Cloaths, and 
when you ſwoon for Verxation, you ſha'n't have a 
Penny to buy a Bottle of Harts-horn. 

Ori. And you, Sir, ſhall have Hart's-horn in Abun- 


r as I have Coach- 
0 

Ori. And I'll keep as many Gallants as you have 
Grooms, 

Mir. I'll lie with your Woman before your Face. 

Ori, Have a care of your Valet behind your back. 

Mir. But, ſweet Madam, there is ſuch a thing as 
a Divorce. | 

Ori. But, ſweet Sir, there is ſuch a thing as Ali- 
mony, ſo divorce on, and ſpare not. Exit. 

Mir. Ay, that ſeparate Maintenance is the Devi 
there's their Refuge o& my Conſcience, one 
wou'd take Cuckoldom for a meritorious Action, 
becauſe the Women are ſo handſomly rewarded for't. 


1 ; — K | 
S. to a large Parlowr 
. 


Enter Duretete and Petit. ; 
mighty peeviſh, you ſay | 
4 Fg as a — as long as — 
a I talks ſo crabbedly, you wou'd think ſhe alway 
an | 
— an odd Language, methinks, for her 
n ſometimes ſhe will fit you half 2 Day 


8 d talk Oracles all the 
i k a Word, an 
2 you W:inkles of her Forchead, and the Mo- 


—_ ew 83 her in N. van 
faith chats my Talent: I can talk > v 


know, when I ſay nothing. _ 


i laugh, Sir ? ; 
Dur 1 Won't ſhe endure laughing? 


Pet. 


wy wo DTD 


— 
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Pet. Why ſhe's a Critick, Sir, ſhe hates a Jeſt, for 
fear it ſhould pleaſe her; and nothing keeps her in 
Humour but what gives her the Spleen. And then. 
for Logick, and all that, you know ; 

Dur. Ay, ay, I'm prepar'd, I have been practiſing 
hard W and no Senſe, this. Hour to entertain 
her. 

Per. Then place your ſelf behind this Screen, that 
deg may have a view of her Behaviour before you 

D. -- 

Dur. I long to engage her, left I ſhou'd forget my 
Leun. 

Pet. Here ſhe comes, Sir, I muſt fly. 


[Exit Pet. and Dur. fands peeping behind the Curtain: 


Enter Biſarre and Maid. 

1 [With a Book.) Pſhaw, hang Books, they ſour 
our Temper, ſpoil our Eyes, and ruin our Complexi- 
ons. - [Throws away the Book. 

Dur. Eh! The Devil ſuch a Word there is in all 


Ariſtotle; | 
Biſ. Come, Wench, let's be free, call in the Fid 


de, there's no body near us. 


Enter Fiddler. 

{ Dwr. Wou'd to the Lord there was not. 

Biſ. Here, Friend, a Minuet !-— quicker time; ha 
——wou'd we had a Man or two. - 

Dur. [Stealing away.] You ſhall have the Devil 
ſooner, my dear dancing Philoſopher. 

Biſ. Uds my Life !=—Here's one. 

[Runs to Dur. and hales him back, 

Dur. Is all my learn'd Preparation come to this ? 

Biſ. Come, Sir, don't be aſham'd, that's my good 
Boy——you're very welcome, we wanted ſuch a one 
— Come, ſtrike up-—1I know you dance well, Sir, 


you're finely ſhap'd fort Come, come, Sir; quick, 


quick, you miſs the time elſe. 
Dur. But, Madam, I come to talk with you. 


N-4 Biſ. 
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2 Ay, ay, talk as you dance, talk as you dance, 
2me. 

Dur. But we were talking of Dialecticks. 

= _ 7 H. the time——quick- 
er, Sirrah, | To the Fidler.] Come, ——and h | 
find your ſelf now, Sir ? ] f ps £3 

Dur. In a fine breathing Sweat, Doctor. 

Biſ. All the better, Patient, all the better; —— 
Come, Sir, fing now, ing, I know you fing well; 1 
I ſee you have a ſinging Face; a heavy dull Sonato 


6 | 
Dur. Who, I ſing ? 
Biſ. O you're modeſt, Sir but come, fit down, 

cloſer, cloſer. Here, a Bottle of Wine — Come, 

Sir, fa, la, la; fing, Sir. 

Dur. But, Madam, I came to talk with you. 

Bi. O Sir, you ſhall drink firſt. Come, fil me 
a Bumper ere, Sir, bleſs the King. J > 

Dur. Wou'd I were out of his Dominions, =-—-—_— 

By this Light, ſhe'll make me drunk too. 

Biſ. O pardon me, Sir, you ſhall do me right, fill 
it higher. -—-Now, Sir, can you drink a Health un- 
der your Leg? — | 

Dur. Rare Philoſophy that, Faith. 

Bi. Come, off with it, to the bottom. Now 
how d'ye like me, Sir? 

Dur. O, mighty well, Madam. 

Biſ. You ſee how a Woman's Fancy varies, ſome- 
times ſplenetick and heavy, then gay and frolickſome. 
And how d'ye like the Humour? 

Dur. Good Madam, let me fit down to anſwer 
you, for I am heartily tir d. : 

Biſ. Fye upon't; a young Man, and tir'd ! up for 
ſhame, and walk about, Action becomes us — a lit- 
tle faſter, Sir.——What d'ye think now of my Lady 
La Pale, and Lady t, the Duke's fair Daughter ? 
Ha! Are they not briſk Laſſes? Then there is black 
Mrs. Bellair, and brown Mrs. Bellface. 

Dur. They are all Strangers to me, Madam. 


Zi 
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Biſ. But let me tell you, Sir, that brown is not al- 
ways deſpicable O Laird, Sir, if young Mrs. 
Bagatell had kept her ſelf fingle till this time o Day, 
what a Beauty there had been! And then, you know, 
the charming Mrs. Monkeylove, the fair Gem of St. 
Germains. 

Dur. Upon my Soul, I don't. 

Biſ. And then you muſt have heard of the Engliſh. 
Beau, Spleenamore, how unlike a Gentleman —— 

Dur. Hey not a Syllable on't, as I hope to- 
be ſav'd, Madam. 

Biſ. No! Why then play me a Jig; come, Sir. 

Dur. By this Light I cannot; faith, Madam, I have 
ſprain'd my Leg. 

Biſ. Then fit you down, Sir; and now tell me what's 
your Buſineſs with me ? What's your Errand ? Quick,. 
quick, diſpatch Odſo, may be you are ſome 
Gentleman's Servant, that have brought me a Letter, 
or a Haunch of Veniſon. 

Dur. Sdeath, Madam, do I look like a Carrier? 

Biſ. O; cry you Mercy, I ſaw you juſt now, I 
miſtook you, upon my Word: you are one of the 
travelling Gentlemen — and pray, Sir, how do all 
our impudent Friends in 1:aly ? : 

Dur. Madam, I came to wait on you with a more 
— Intention than your Entertainment has anſ- 
wer 

Biſ. Sir, your Intention of waiting on me was the 
greateſt Aﬀront imaginable, howe'er your Expreſſi- 
ons may turn it to a Complement: Your Viſit, Sir, 
was intended as a Prologue to a very ſcurvy Play, of 
which Mr. Mirabel and you ſo handſomly laid the 
Plot Marry! No, no, I'm a Man of more Honour. 
Where's your Honour? Where's your Courage now? 
Ads my Life, Sir, I have a great mind to kick. you 
60, go to your Fellow-Rake now, rail at my 
Sex, and get drunk for Vexation and write a Lam- 
p202——HBut I muſt have you to know, Sir, that my 
Reputation is above the Scandal of a Libel, my Vir- 
tue is ſufficiently approv'd. to thole whole Opinion is 

N 5 my 


24 The Iuconſtant Or, | 
my Intereſt: And for the reſt let them talk what they 
will; for when [ pleaſe I'll be what I pleaſe, in ſpight 
of you and all Mankind: and ſo, my dear Mas of 
Honour, if you be tir'd con over this Leſſon, and fit 
there till I come to you. [ Runs off. 
Dur. Tum ti dum. [Sings.) Ha, ha, ha, Ads 
Life! I have a great mind to kick you !/———Oons and 
Confuſion ! [Starts wp.) Was ever Man ſo abus d 
Ay, Mirabel ſet me on. | 


Enter Petit. 
Pet. Well, Sir, how d'ye find your ſelf? 
Dur. You Son of a nine-ey'd Whore, d'ye come 


to abuſe me? I'll kick you with a Vengeance, you 
[ Petit runs off, and Dur. after him. 


ACT III. 
SCENE continues. 


Old Mirabel and the Young. 


cu M. ⁵ B, come hither, Bob. 
Mir. Your Pleaſure, Sir? 
old M. Are not you a great Rogue, Sirrah ? 
Mir. That's a little out of my Comprehenfion; 
Sir, for I've heard ſay, that I reſemble my Father. 

Old M. Your Father is your very humble Slave 
tell thee what, Child, thou art a very pretty Fel- 
low, and | love thee heartily ; and a very great Vil- 
lain, and | haic thee mortally. 

Air. Villain, Sir! Then I muſt be 2 very impu- 
dent one, for I can't recolle any Paſſage of my Life 
that I'm aſham'd of. | 

old M. Come hither, my dear Friend; doſt ſee 
this Picture?  [Shews him a little Picture. 

| Mir. 
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Mir. Oriana s? Plhaw ! 

Old M. What, Sir, won't you look upon't ? -— - 
Bob, dear Bob. prithee. come hither now Doſt 
want any Money, Child? 

Mir. No, vir. 

Old. M. Why then here's ſome for thee; come 
here now How canſt thou be ſo hard-hearted, 
an unnatural, unmannerly Raſcal (don't miſtake me, 
Child, I a'n't angry) as to abuſe this tender, lovely. 
good-natur'd dear Rogue ? — Why, ſhe fighs for 
thee, and cries for thee, pouts for thee, and ſnubs 
for thee, the poor little Heart of it is like to burſt 
ne {—— Come, my dear Boy, be good-natur'd like your 
ou {nown Father, be now —— and then ſee here, read 
m. | this — the Effigies of the lovely Oriana, with ten 
thouſand Pound to her Portion——ten thouſand Pound 


| a2 PS ES 


„ lou Dog; ten thouſand Pound you Rogue; how 
| dare you refuſe a Lady with ten thouſand Pound, 
you impudent Raſcal ? 

Mir. Will you hear me ſpeak, Sir ? 

Old M. Hear you ſpeak, Sir! If you had ten thou- 
fand Tongues, you cou'd not out-talk ten thouſand 
Pound Sir. 

Mir. Nay, Sir, if you won't hear me I'll be gone, 
Sir! II take Poſt for Italy this Moment. 

Old M. Ah! the Fellow knows I won't part with 
him. Well, Sir, what have you to ſay ? 

Mir. The univerſal Reception, Sir, that Marriage 
has had in the World, is enough to fix it for a pub- 
ns, | lick Good, and to draw every body into the Com- 
r. mon Cauſe; but there are ſome Conſtitutions, like 
— | ſome Inſtruments, ſo peculiarly ſingular, that they 
el- | make tolerable Muſick by themſelves, but never do 
well in a Conſort. 

Old M. Why this is Reaſon, I muſt confeſs, but 
du- Jet tis Nonſenſe too; for tho you ſhou'd reaſon 
ke 


ife an Angel, if you argue your ſelf out of a good 
A Eftate you talk like a Fool. a 

ee 
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Mir. But, Sir, if you bribe me into Bondage with 
the Riches of Cræſus, you leave me but a Beggar for 
want of my Liberty. | | 

Old M. Was ever ſuch a perverſe Fool heard ? 
*Sdeath, Sir, why did I give you Education ? was it 
to diſpute me out of my Senſes? Of what Colour 
now is the Head of this Cane? You'll ſay tis white, 
and, ten to one, make me believe it tool thought 
that young Fellows ſtudy'd to get Money. 

Mir. No, Sir, I have ſtudy'd to delpite it; my 
Reading was not to make me rich, but happy, Sir. 

Old M. There he has me agen now. But, Sir, 
did not I marry to oblige you ? 

Mir. To oblige me, Sir, in what reſpect pray? 

Old M. bay to bring you into the World, Sir; 
wa'n't that an Obligation? | 

Mir. And becauſe I wou'd have it ſtill an Obliga- 
tion, I avoid Marriage. 

Old M. How is that, Sir? 

1 Becauſe I wou'd not curſe the hour I was 
rn. 

Old M. Look'e, Friend, you may perſuade me out 
of my Deſigns, but I'll command you out of yours; 
and tho' you may convince my Reaſon that you are 
in the right, yet there is an old Attendant of Sixty 
three, call'd Poſitiveneſs, which you nor all the Wits 
in Italy, ſhall ever be able to ſhake; ſo, Sir, you're 
a Wit, and I'm a Father; you may talk, but 1'1] be 
obey d. 0 . , . a 

Mir. This it is to have the Son a finer Gentleman 
than the Father; they firſt give us breeding that the 
don't underſtand, then they turn us out of Doors cau 
we are wiſer than themfelves. But I'm a little afore- 
hand with the old Gentleman, | Aſide.] Sir, you have 
been pleas'd to ſettle a thouſand Pound Sterling a Year 
upon me; in return of which, I have a very great 
Honour for you and your Family, and ſhall take care 
that your only and beloved Son fhall do nothing to 
make him hate his Father, or to hang himſelf. So, 
dear Sir, I'm your very humble Servant. l 

= * 
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in | Old ove. Here, Sirrah, Rogue, Bob, Villain. 
Enter Dugard. 
rd? Dug. Ah, Sir, tis but what he deſerves, 
is it Old M. Tis falſe, Sir, he don't deſerve it: what 
our have you to ſay againſt my Boy, Sir? / 
ite, Dug. I ſhall only repeat your own Words. 
ight Old M. What have you to do with my Words? I 
have ſwallow'd my Words already; I have eaten 
my them up, and how can you come at 'em, Sir ? 
r. Dug. Very eaſily, Sir: "Tis but mentioning your 
Sir, injur'd Ward, and you will throw them up again im- 
mediately. 


Old M. Sir, your Siſter was a fooliſh young Flirt 


Wn; 4 _ any ſuch young, deceitful, rake-helly Rogue, 
e him. bo 
ig2- Dug. Cry you mercy, old Gentleman, I thought 


we ſhou'd have the Words again. 

Old M. And what then? "Tis the way with young 
Was Fellows to flight old Gentlemen's Words, you never 
mind 'em when you ought. — I ſay, that Bob's an 
out | honeſt Fellow, and who dares deny it ? 


are Enter Biſarre. 
xty Biſ. That dare I, Sir: I fay, that your Son 
Vits is a wild, foppilh, whimfical, impertinent Coxcomb ; 
u're and were abus'd as this Gentleman's Siſter, I wou'd 
| be make it an Italian Quarrel, and poyſon the whole 
Family. 
nan Dug. Come, Sir, 'tis no time for trifling, my Si- 
he ſter is abus d; you are made ſenſible of the Aﬀeront, 
uſe .and your Honour is concern'd to ſee her redreſs'd. 
re- Old A. Look e, Mr. Dugard, good Words go far- 
ave theſt. I will do your Siſter Juſtice, but it muſt be af- 
eat ter my own rate, no body muſt abuſe my Son but 
reat my ſelf. For altho Robin be a ſad Dog, yet he's no 
are | body's Puppy but my own. | | 
to Biſ. Ay, that's my ſweet-natur'd, kind old Gentle- 
So, man —— "Wheedling him.] We will be good then, if 
off. | you'll join with us in the Plot. 


Old 
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Old M. Ah, you coaxing young Baggage, what 


Plot can you have to wheedle a Fellow of fixty three? 


Biſ. A Plot that Sixty three is only good for, to 
bring other People together, Sir, and you muſt act 
the Spaniard, cauſe your Son will leaſt ſuſpe& you; 
and if he ſhou'd, your Authority protects you from 
a Quarrel, to which Oriana is unwilling to expoſe her 
Brother. 

Old M. And what part will you act in the Buſineſs, 
Madam ? 

Bif. My ſelf, Sir; my Friend is grown a perfect 
Changling: theſe fooliſh Hearts of ours ſpoil our 
Heads preſently ; the Fellows no ſooner turn Knaves, 
but we turn Fools: But I am ftill my ſelf, and he may 
expect the moſt ſevere Uſage from me, cauſe I nei- 
ther love him, nor hate him, [ Exit. 

Old M. Well ſaid, Mrs. Paradox; but, Sir, who 
muſt open the matter to him ? 

Dug. Petit, Sir, who is our Engineer General. And 
here he comes. 


| Euter Petit. 

Pet. O Sir, more Diſcoveries; are all Friends a- 
3 
, Dag. Ay, ay, ſpeak freely. 

Pet. Lou muſt know, Sir od's my Life, 
* out of Breath; you muſt know, Sir you muſt 

OW — 

Old M. What the Devil muſt we know, Sir? 

Pet. That I have — and blows.) brib' d, Sir, 
brib'-d——your Son's Secretary of State. 

Old M. Secretary of State! —— who's that, for 
Heavn's ſake? 

Pet. His Valet-de-Chambre, Sir : You muſt know, 
Sir, that the Intrigue lay folded up with his Maſter's 
Cloaths, and when he went to duſt the Embroider'd 
Suit, the Secret flew out of the right Pocket of his 
Coat, in a whole ſwarm of your Crambo Songs, 


ſhort footed Odes, and long legg'd Pindaricks, 
Old M. Impoſſiblet 


Pet. 
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«3 


. 


The Way to win bim. 29 

Pet. Ah, Sir, he has lov'd her all along; there was 
Oriaza in. every Line, but he hates Marriage: Now, 
Sir, this Plot will ſtir his Jealouſie, and we ſhall 


; know by the ſtrength of that how to proceed farther. 


Come, Sir, lets about it with ſpeed. 

"Tis Expedition gives our King the ſway ; 

For Expedition too the French give way ; 

Swift to attack, or ſwift to run away. [ Exennt; 


Enter Mirabel "— paſſing careleſiy by one 
another. 
Bif. [ Aſide.) I wonder what ſhe can ſee in this 
Fellow to like him ? b | 
Mir. | Aſide.] I wonder what my Friend can ſee 
in this Girl to admire her? 
oF [4fide.] A wild, foppiſh, extravagant Rake- 


Air. [ Aſide.) A light, whimfical, impertinent Mad 


Bi/. Whom do you mean, Sir? 

Mir. Whom do you mean, Madam ? 

Biſ. A Fellow that has nothing left to re · eſtabliſſt 
him for a humane Creature, but a prudent Reſolution 
to hang himfelf. 

Mir. There is a way, Madam, to force me to that 
Reſolution. 

Biſ. I'll do't with all my Heart. 

Mir. Then you muſt marry me. 

Bi. Look'e, Sir, don't think your ill Manners to 
me (hall excuſe your ill Uſage of my Friend; nor by 
fixing a Quarrel here, to divert my Zeal for the ab- 
fent; for I'm reſoly'd, nay, I come prepar'd to make 
you a Panegyrick, that ſhall mortifte your Pride like 
apy modern Dedication. No 

Mir. And I, Madam, like a true modern Patron, 
fhall hardly give you thanks for your trouble. 

Biſ. Come, Sir, to let you ſee what little Founda- 
tion you have for your dear ſufficiency, I'll take you 
to pieces. 

Mir. 


— 
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Air. And what piece will you chuſe ? 

Bz/. Your Heart, to be ſure; cauſe I ſhou'd get 

E rid ont; your 415 I wou'd give to a 
ector, your Wit to a lewd Play-maker, you Ho- 

nour to an Attorney, your Body to the Phyſicians, 

and your Soul to its Maſter. 

Mir. I had the oddeſt Dream laſt Night of the 
Dutcheſs of Burgundy, methought the Furbelows of 
her Gown were pinn'd up ſo high behind, that I cou'd 
not ſee her Head for her Tail. 

Biſ. The Creature don't mind me! do you think, 
Sir, that your humorous Impertinence can divert me? 
No, Sir, I'm above any Pleaſure that you can give, 
but that of ſeeing you miſerable. And mark me, 
Sir, my Friend, my injur'd Friend ſhall yet be dou- 
bly happy, and you ſhall be a Huſband as much as 
the Rites of Marriage, and the Breach of 'em can 
make you. [Here Mir. pulls out a Virgil, and reads 
| to himſelf while ſhe ſpeaks. 


Mir. [Reading] At Regina dolos, (quis fallere poſſit 
amantem ?) 

Diſimulare etiam ſperaſti, perfide, tantum [Very true. 

P oſſe nef/ As. | B 


By your Favour, Friend Virgil, 'twas but a raſcal- 
ly _ of your Hero to forſake poor Pug ſo inhu- 
ma . 8 

Bi. I don't know what to ſay to him. The De- 
Vil=——what's Virgil to us, Sir? 

Mir, Very much, Madam, the moſt apropo in the 
World for, what ſhou'd I chop upon, but the ve- 
ry 'Place where the perjur'd Rogue of a Lover and 
the forſaken Lady are battelling it tooth and nail. 
Come, Madam, ſpend your Spirits no longer, well 
take an eaſier method: I'll be Tue now, and you 
ſhall be Dido, and we'll rail by Book. Now for you 
Madam Dido. | | 


Nec. 4 
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et | | 2 

Nec te nofter amor, nec te data dextera quondam, 
a Nec Moritura tenet crudeli funere Dido 
Ah poor Dido / [Looking at her. 


ns, 

he Biſ. Rudeneſs, Aﬀeronts, Impatience! I cou'd al- 

ot moſt ſtart out even to Manhood, and want but a Wea- 

14 | pon as long as his to fight him upon the ſpot, What 
ſhall I fay ? 


Aye quibus ans ſiram 2 jam jam nec Maxima Juno. 
ie, | Biſ. A Man! No, the woman's Birth was ſpirited 


= away. 
| Mir. Right, right, Madam, a 
dan Biſ. And ſome pernicious Elf je 3 


ads | with humane Shape to palliate growing Miſchief, 
ks. | [Both ſpeak together, and raiſe their Voices by degrees. 


ſit Mir. Perfide, ſed duris genuit te Cautibus horrens 
Caucaſus, Hyrcaneque admorunt Ubera Tigres. 


| 3if. Go, Sir, fly to your Midnight Revels.— 


al- Mir. Excellent] I ſequere Italiam ventis, pete reg- 
au- | 2a per undas, | | ; 

| Spero equidem mediis, ſi quid pia Numina poſſunt. 
De- [ Together again. 


the Biſ. Converſe with Imps of Darkneſs of your make, 
ve- your Nature ftarts at Juſtice, and ſhivers at the touch 
ind of Virtue. Now the Devil take his Impudence, he 
ail. vexes me ſo, I don't know whether to cry or laugh 
e at him. 
ou Air. Bravely perform'd, my dear Lybian; I'll write 
ou the Tragedy of Dido, and you ſhall act the Part: But 
vou do nothing at all, unleſs you fret your ſelf 


F into a Fit; for here the poor Lady is ſtifled with Va- 
Nec urs, drops into the Arms of her Maids; and the 


ng ſee ff. a _ 3 
ove himſelf, who ne er thought good 
To ſtay a ſecond Bout, 
Commands him off with all his Crew, 
And leaves poor Dy, as I leave yon. [Runs off 


Bi. Go th for a dear, uad, deceitful, - 
ereeible Pls N my Copa knee 1 muſt excuſ 
Oriana. 


That Lover ſoon bi- angry Fair diſarms, 
Whoſe fightine Pleaſer, and whoſe Faults we | 


Enter Petit, runs about to every Door, and knocks. 
Pet. Mr. Mirabel Sir, where are you? no where 


to be found ? 
Enter Mirabel. 

Mir. What's the matter, Petit ? 

Pet. Moſt critically met. Ah, Sir, that one 
who has follow'd the Game ſo long, and brought the 
poor Hare juſt under his Paws, ſhould let a Mungrel 
Cur _y in, and run away with the Puſs. | 

Air. If your Worſhip can get out of Alles | 
gories, be pleas'd to tell me in three Words what you 
mean. | 

Pet. Plain, plain, Sir. Your Miſtreſs and mine is 
going to be marry'd. 

Mir. I believe you lye, Sir. 2 

Pet. Your humble Servant, Sir. [ Going. | 


Mir. Come hither, Petit. Marry'd, ſay you? | 
Pet. No, Sir, tis no matter; I only thought to do 
you a Service, but I ſhall take care how I confer my 
avours for the future. 
Mir, Sir, I beg you ten thouſand Pardons. 
TOE | Be wing 1 


| 


| 
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enough, Sir. come to tell you, Sir, 
NN this Moment to be facriſc d; mary d 


ä I rnd her, ſhe'll take ann 

A — * _— — — Women to 

make him a old; * 
perſon for the ſake of another, 

— —.— into the Arms of one they hate, — L 

ſecure their Pleaſure with the Man they love. , 


| who is the happy Man ? 
3» 


it. A Lord, Sir. ; 
prong I'm her Ladyſhip's moſt humble —.9— * 
Train and a Title, hey! room for my Lady * 2 
a front Row in the Box for her Ladyiip; . — is 
Lights for her Honour. Now muſt 44 
ſtant Attender at my Lord's Levee, to W = F 
to my Lady's Couchee 2 Counteſs, I pretume, 
2 


wat Mr. — knew 


Air. Ay, is it ſo? and muſt 1 follow my Cuckold 
over the Pyrenees? Had the marry'd within the Pre- 
cincts of a Billet deux, I wou'd be the Man to lead 
her to Church; but as it happens, I'll forbid the Banes. 
Where is this mighty Don ? 

Pet. Have a care, Sir, he's a rough croſs-grain'd 
ce, and there's no tampering with him; wou'd 
you apply to Mr. Dwgard, or the Lady her ſelf, ſome- 
thing might be done, for it is in deſpight to you, 
that the Buſineſs is carry d ſo haſtily, Odlo, Sir, here 


he comes. I muſt be gone. [Exit, 
Enter Old Mir. dreſi'd in @ Spaniſh Habit, leading 
Oriana, 


Ori. Good my Lotd, a nobler Choice had better 
fuired your Lordſhip's Merit. My Perſon, Rank, 
and Circumſtance, expoſe me as the publick Theme 
o Raillery, and ſubject me to ſo injurious Ufage, 


my 
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my Lord, that I can lay no 

your Regard, except your Pity. 

. . 4 — he vital Air, 
vio 

Shew me the — n 

And you ſhall ſee how my ſudden Revenge 


Shall fall upon the Head | 
Is this thing one? of ſuch Preſumption, 


Mir. Sir! 
Ori. Good my Lord. 
Old M. If he, or any he! 


Ori. Pray, my Lord, the Gentleman' 
Old M. O your Pardon, an's a $S 


Claim to any part of 


that dares u 
ſuch — 


[Strutting up to Mirabel. 


trang 
Sir but if you had 


remember, Sir — the Lady now is mine, her Inju- 


ries are mine; therefore, 


Come, Madam. 


and pulls him by ; he 
Mn 
Gas wy ne c Bf Count. 


Old Mt. Boh! What Language is that, Sir? 
Mir, Spaniſb, my Lord. | 
old M. What d'ye mean? 
Mir. This, Sir. i 
Old M. A very conciſe Quarrel, truly 
him.——Trinidado Seigniaur, give me fair play. 


_ Mir. E conte, 
WH I 


Sir, you underſtand me 
[Leads Oriana to the Door, ſbe 


goes off, Mir. runs to his Father, 


Sleeve, 


[Tri his Heels, 
d Fü bully 


Offering to riſe 


Mir. By all means, Sir, [Takes away his $ 
Now Seignieur, | | 
ſtian Face your Countſhip wore juſt now ? 

Old M. The Rogue quarrels well, very well, 
own Son right! — But hold, Sirrah, no more 
ing ; I'm your Father, Sir, your Father. 


Mir. My Father ! Then by this Light 


where's that bombaſt Look, and fu- 
[Strikes him. 


Jet 


I cou'd find 


in my heart to pay thee [4ſide.] Is the Fellow mad? 


Why ſure, Sir, I ha'n't 
Senſes? ; 
Old M. But you have, Sir. 


frighted you out of you 


4 * 


| of 
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Mir. Then I'll beat them into you again. 
, Offers to ftrike him. 


Old M. Why Rogue——Bob, 
know me, Child? | 
"Mir. Ha, ha, ha, the Fellow's downright diſtract- 
ed: Thou Miracle of Impudence, woud'ft thou make 
ne believe that ſuch a grave Gentleman as my Fa- 
ther wou'd go a Maſquerading thus? That a Perſon 
of threeſcore and three wou'd run about in a Fool's 
Coat to diſgrace himſelf and Family? Why, you 
impudent Villain, do You think I will ſuffer ſuch an 
Aﬀront to paſs upon my honour'd Father, my wor- 
thy Father, my dear Father? Sdeath, Sir, mention 
my Father but once again, and I'll ſend your Soul 
by my Grandfather this Minute. [Offering to flab him. 
' Old M. Well, well, I am not your Father. 

Mir. Why then, Sir, you are the ſawcy, hecto- 
ting Spaniard, and I'll uſe you accordingly. 

Old M. The Devil take the Spaniards, Sir; we 
{have all got nothing but Blows fince we began to 
take their part. 


Bob, don't you 


Enter Dugard, Oriana, Maid, Petit. Dugard runs 
to Mirabel, the reſt to the Old Gentleman. 
Dug. Fye, fye, Mirabel, murder your Father ! 
Mir. My Father! What is the whole Family mad ? 
Give me way, Sir, I wont be held. 
Old M. No! nor I neither; let me be gone, pray. 
[ Offering to go. 
| Air. My Father ! 
Old M. Ay, you Dog's Face, I am your Father, 
| for I have bore as much for thee, as your Mother 
ever did. | 
| Mir. O ho! then this was a Trick, it ſeems, a 
Deſign, a Contrivance, a Stratagem — Oh! how 
my Bones ake ! 
old M. Your Bones, Sirrah, why yours? 
| Mir. Why, Sir, ha'n't I been beating my own 
Fleſh and Blood all this while? O Madam, [To _ 
ana. 
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ana.] I wiſh your Ladyſhip Joy of your new Dig- | #, 
' . Q 


nity. Here was a Contrivance indeed. 

Pet. The Contrivance was well enough, Sir, for | 
they impos'd upon us all. 

Mir. Well, my dear Dulcinea, did your Don Miu 
battel for you bravely? My Father will anſwer for 
the Force of my Love. 

Ori. Pray, Sir, don't inſult the Misfortunes of 
your own creating. 

Dug. My Prudence will be counted Cowardice, 
if I ſtand tamely now. [Comes up between Mita - 
bel and his Siſter.] Well, Sir! | 

Mir. Well, Sir! Do you take me for one of your 
2 Sir, that you put on your Landlord-face at 
me | 
Dug. On what Preſumption, Sir, dare you aſſume 
thus ? Draws, 
Old M. What's that to you, Sir. Draws, 
Per. Help, help, the Lady faints. 

— falls into ber Maids Arms. 
Mir. Vapours! Vapours! ſhe'll come to her ſelf: 
Tf it be an angry Fit, a Dram of Aſa Fœtida If 
Jealouſy, Harts-horn in Water —— If the Mother, 
burnt Feathers—— If Grief, Ratifia If it be ſtrait 
Stays, or Corns, there's nothing like a Dram of plain 
Brandy. Exit, 

Ori. Hold off, give me Air —— O my Brother, 
wou'd you preſerve my Life, endanger not your own; 
wou'd you defend my Reputation, leave it to it ſelf; 
"tis a dear Vindication that's purchas'd by the Sword; 
for tho' our Champion prove victorious, yet ou 
Honour is wounded. 

Old M. Ay, and your Lover may be wounded, 
that's another thing. But I think you're pretty briſk 
again, my Child. 

Ori. Ay, Sir, my — was only a Pre-| * 
tence to divert the Quarrel ; the capricious Taſte of 
your Sex excuſes this Artifice in ours. | 


For 
2 
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For often, when our chief Perfeftions fail, 
| Our chief Defetts with fooliſh Men prevail. [Exit. 


pet. Come, Mr. Dagard, take Courage, there is 
a way ſtill left to fetch him again. 

Old M. Sir, I'll have no Plot that has any Relation 
to Spain. 

Dug. 1 ſcorn all Artifice whatſoever ; my Sword 
ſhall do her Juſtice. 

Pet. Pretty Juſtice, truly! Suppoſe you run him 
thro the Body; you run her thro' the Heart at the 
fame time. | | 

Old M. And me thro' the Head—rot your Sword, 
Sir, we'll have Plots; come, Petit, let's hear. 

Pet. What if ſhe pretended to go into a Nunnery, 
and ſo bring him about to declare nimielf. 

Dug. That, I muſt confe's, has a Face. 

Old M. Face! A Face like an Angel, Sir. Ad's 
my Life, Sir, tis the moſt beautiful Plot in Chri- 
fendom, We'll about it immediately. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, the Street. 


Duretete and Mirabel. 
Dur. [In a Paſſion.) And tho' I can't dance, nor 
ſing, nor talk like you, yet I can fight, you know, 
Sir 


Mir. I know thou canſt, Man. 
Dur. Sdeath, Sir, and I will: Let me ſee the 


; | proudeſt Man alive make a Jeſt of me! 


Mir. But I'll engage to make you amends. 

Dur. Danc'd to Death ! Baited like a Bear! Ri- 
dicul'd ! threatn'd to be kick'd! Confuſion ! Sir, you 
ſet me on, and I will have Satisfaction, all Mankind 

will point at me. | 
Air. [A ſide.] I muſt give this Thunderbolt ſome 
"Paſſage, or twill break upon my own Head 
— Daretete, what do theſe Gentlemen laugh 
at — 


Eau. 


38 The Inconflant : Or, 


Enter two Gentlemen. 
Dur. At me to be ſure — Sir, what made you 
laugh at me? 

t Gen. You're miſtaken, Sir, if we were merry 
we had a private Reaſon. 

2 Gen. Sir, we don't know you. 

Dur. Sir, I'll make you know me; mark and ob- 
ſerve me, I won't be nam'd ; it ſhan't be mention'd, 
not even whiſper'd in your Prayers at Church, 'Sdeath, 
Sir, d'ye ſmile ? 

1 Gen. Not I, upon my Word. 1 

Dur. Why then, look grave as an Owl in à Barn, 
or a Fryer with his Crown a ſhaving. 

Mir. [ Aſide to the Gent.) Don't be bully'd out of 


your Humour, Gentlemen ; the Fellow's mad, laugh 


at him, and I'll ſtand by you. 
1 Gen, Igad and ſo we will. 


' Both. Ha, ha, ha, very pretty. [ Draws.] She 


threaten'd to kick me. Ay, then, you Dogs, I'll 
murther ye. [ Fights, and beats them off, 
Mir. runs over to his Side. 
Mir. Ha, ha, ha, bravely done, Duretete, there 
you had him, noble Captain, hey, they run, they 
run, Victoria, Viftoria———Ha, ha, ha, — how hap- 
py am I in an excellent Friend! Tell me of your 
Virtuoſo's and Men of Senſe, a parcel of ſour- 
fac'd ſplenetick Rogues —— a Man of my thin Con- 
ſtitution ſhou'd never want a Fool in his Company: 
I don't affect your fine things that improve the Un- 
— but hearty laughing to fatten my Car- 
caſe: And o' my Conſcience, a Man of Senſe is as 
melancholy without a Coxcomb, as a Lyon without 
his Jackall; he hunts for our Diverſion, ſtarts Game 
for our Spleen, and perfectly feeds us with Pleaſure. 


I bate the Man who makes Acquaintance nice, 
And ſtill diſcreetly plagues me with Advice; 
Who moves by Caution, and mature Delays, 
And muſt give Reaſons for whate'er he ſays. __ 
e 


805 
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The Man, indeed, whoſe Converſe is ſo full, 
Makes me attentive, but it makes me dull : 

Give me the careleſs Rogue, who never thinks, 
That plays the Fool as freely as he drinks. 
Not a Buffoon, who is Buffoon by Trade, 

But one that Nature, not his Wants have made. 
Who ſtill is merry, but does ne'er defign it: 
And ſtill is ridicul'd, but ne'er can find it. 
Who when he's moſt in earneſt, is the beſt; 
And his moſt grave Expreſſion is the Jeſt. 


The End of the Third ACT. 
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[Exit, 


Ker . 
SCE N E, Ola Mirabel's Hane. 


Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard. 
Dug. HE Lady Abbeſs is my Relation, and 


rivy to the Plot: your Son has been 
there, but had no Admittance beyond the Privilege 
of the Grate, and there my Sifter refus'd to ſee him. 
He went off more nettled at his Repulſe, than 1 
thought his Gayety cou'd admit. 

Old M. Ay, ay, this Nunnery will bring him about, 
I warrant ye. 

| Enter Duretete. 

Dur. Here, where are ye all? —— O! Mr. Mira- 
bel, you have done fine things for your Poſterity 
And you, Mr. Dugard, may come to anſwer this 
I come to demand my Friend at your Hands; re- 
ſtore him, Sir, or [To Old Mir. 

Old M. Reſtore him ! What d'ye think I have got 
him in my Trunk, or my Pocket! 

O Dun, 
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Dur. Sir, he's mad, and you're the Cauſe ont. 

Old M. That may be; for I was as mad as he 
when I begat him. 

Dug. Mad, Sir! What d'ye mean? 

Dur. What do you mean, Sir, by ſhutting up you: 
Siſter yonder, to talk like a Parrot thro' a Cage? — 
Or a Decoy-Duck, to draw others into the Snare? 
Your Son, Sir, becauſe ſhe has deſerted him, he has 
forſaken the World; and in three Words, has 

Old M. Hang'd himſelf! g 

Dur. The very ſame, turn'd Fryer. 

Old M. You lye, Sir, tis ten times worſe. Bob. turn d 
Fryer! —— Why ſhou'd the Fellow ſhave his fooliſh 
Crown when the ſame Razor may cut his Throat ? 

Dur. If you have any Command, or you any [n- 
tereſt over him, loſe not a Minute? He has thrown 
.himſelf into the next Monaſtery, and has order'd me 
to pay off his Servants, and diſcharge his Equipage. 

Old M. Let me alone to ferret him out; I'll ſa- 
.crifice the Abbot, if he receives him; I'll try whe- 
ther the Spiritual or the Natural Father has the moſt 
Right to the Child. ——But, dear Captain, what has 
he done with his Eſtate ? 

Dur. Settled it upon the Church, Sir. 

Old M. The Church! Nay, then the Devil won't 
get him out of their Clutches. Ten thouſand Li- 
vres a Year upon the Church! *Tis downright Sa- 
crilege. _—— Come, Gentlemen, all hands to work; 
for half that Sum, one of theſe Monaſteries ſhall pro- 
te& you a Traytor from the Law, a Rebellious 
Wife from her Huſband, and a Diſobedient Son from 


his own Father. 1 5 [ Exit. 
Dug. But will ye peaſuade me that he's gone to a 
Monaſtery ! 3 


Dur. Is your Siſter ne to the Filles Repenties ? 
I tell you, Sir, ſhe's not fit for the Society of re- 
penting Maids. 1 


Dug. Why ſo, Sir ? 
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ty Fellow: If our Feminality had no Buſineſs in this 
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Dur. Becauſe ſhe's neither one nor t'other ; ſhe's 


too old to be a Maid, and too young to repent. 
(Exit; Dug. after him. 


SCENE, the inſide of a Monaſtery; Oriana in « 
Nun's Habit; Biſarre. 


Ori. I hope, Biſarre, there is no harm in jeſting 
with this Religious Habit. 

Biſ. To me, the greateſt Jeſt in the Habit, is ta- 
king it in earneſt : I don't underſtand this impriſon- 
ing People with the Keys of Paradiſe, nor the Merit 
of that Virtue which comes by Conſtraint. ——Be- 
ſides, we may own to one another, that we are in 
the worſt Company when among our ſelves; for 
our private Thoughts run us into thoſe Deſires, which 
our Pride reſiſts from the Attacks of the World; and, 
you may remember, the firſt Woman then met the 
Devil, when ſhe retir'd from her Man. 

ori. But I'm reconcil'd, methinks, to the Mortifi- 
cation of a Nunnery ; becauſe I fancy the Habit be- 
comes me. 

Biſ. A well-contriv'd Mortification , truly, that 
makes a Woman look ten times handſomer than ſhe 
did before — Ay, my Dear, were there any Reli- 
gion in becoming Dreſs, our Sex's Devotion were 
rightly plac'd ; for our Toylets wou'd do the Work 
of the Altar; we ſhou'd all be canoniz' d. 

Ori. But don't you think there is a great deal of 
Merit, in dedicating a beautiful Face and Perſon to 
the Service of Religion ? 

Biſ. Not half ſs much, as devoting em to a pret- 


World, why was it ſent hither ? Let us dedicate our 
beautiful Minds to the Service of Heaven. And for 
our handſome Perſons; they become a Box at the 

Play, as well as a Pew in the Church. 
Ori. But the Viciſſitudes of Fortune, the Incon- 
Nancy of Man, with other Diſappointments of Life, 
O 2 require 
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require ſome place of Religion, for a Refuge from 
their Perſecution. 

Biſ. Ha, ha, ha, and do you think there is any 
Devotion in a Fellow's going to Church, when he 
takes it only for a Sanctuary? Dcn't you know that 
Religion conſiſts in a Charity with all Mankind ; and 
that you ſhould never think of being Friends with 
Heaven, till you have quarrell'd with all the World. 
Come, come, mind your Buſineſs, Mirabel loves 
you, 'tis now plain, and hold him to't; give freſh 
Orders that he ſhan't ſee you: We get more by hi- 
ding our Faces ſometimes, than by expoſing them ; 
ka Maſk, you ſee, whets Deſire ; but a pair of 
keen Eyes thro an Iron Grate, fire double upon em, 
with View and Diſguiſe. But I muſt be gone upon 
my Affairs, I have brought my Captain about again. 

Ori. But why will you trouble your ſelf with that 
Coxcomb ? 

Biſ. Becauſe he is a Coxcomb; had I not better 
have a Lover like him, that I can make an Aſs of, than 
a Lover like yours, to make a Fool of me. | Knock- 
ing below.) A Meſiage from Mirabel, II lay my Life. 
{She runs to the Door.] Come hither, Run, thou 
charming Nun, come hither. 

Ori. What's the News ? [Runs 20 her, 

Biſ. Don't you ſee who's below? 

Ori. I ſee no body but a Fryer. 

Biſ. Ah! Thou poor blind Czpid! O' my Con- 
ſcience, theſe Hearts of ours ſpoil our Heads inſtant- 
ly; the Fellows no ſooger turn Knaves, than we 
turn Fools. A Fryer! Don't you ſee a villanous 
genteel Mien under that Cloak of Hypocriſy, the 
looſe careleſs Air of a tall Rakehelly Fellow ? 

Ori. As I live, Mirabel turn'd Fryer! I hope, in 
Heav'n, he's not in earneſt. 

Biſ. In earneſt: Ha, ha, ha, are you in earneſt ? 
Now's your time; this Diſguiſe has he certainly ta- 

ken for a Paſſport, to get in and try your Reſoluti- 
ons ; ſtick to your Habit to be ſure ; treat him with 
P1ſdaid, rather than Anger; for Pride becomes us 
3 more 
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more than Paſſion: Remember what I ſay, if you 


wou'd yield to advantage, and hold out the Attack ; 
to draw him on, keep him off to be ſure, 


The cunning G s i aſt, 
But loſe at r — mY [Exit, 


Ori. His coming = me into ſome Ambiguity, 
I don't know how; I don't fear him, but I miſtruſt 
my ſelf; wou'd he were not come, yet I wou'd not 
have him gone neither; I'm afraid to talk with him, 
but I love to ſee him tho”. 


What a ſtrange Power has this fantaſtick Fire 
That makes us dread even what we moſt defire ! 


Enter Mirabel in Fryers Habit. 

Mir. Save you, Siſter — Your Brother, young 
Lady, having a regard to your Soul's Health, has 
_—_ to prepare you for that ſacred Habit by Con- 

on. 

Ori. That's falſe, the cloven Foot already. 2 
My Brother's Care I own; and to you, ſacred Sir, 
I confeſs, that the great crying Sin which 1 have 
long indulg'd, and now prepare to expiate, was Love. 
My Morning Thoughts, my Evening Prayers, my 
Daily Muſings, Nightly Cares, was Love! My pre- 
ſent Peace, my future Bliſs, the Joy of Earth, and 
hopes of Heaven, I all contemn'd for Love! 

Mir. She's downright ſtark mad in earneſt ; Death 
and Confufion, I have loſt her! ¶ A ſide.] You confeſs 
your fault, Madam, in ſuch moving Terms, that I 
could almoſt be in love with the Sin. 

Ori. Take care, Sir; Crimes, likes Virtues, are 
their own Rewards; my chief Delight became my 
only Grief; he in whoſe Breaſt | thought my Heart 
22 turn d Robber, and deſpoil d the Treaſure that 


0 3 Orr, 
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Ori. Perhaps that Treaſure he eſteems ſo much, 
on like a Miſer, tho' afraid to uſe it, he reſerves it 

e. 

Ori. No, holy Father; who can be Miſer in ano- 
ther's Wealth that's Prodigal of his own ? His Heart 
was Open, (har'd to all he knew, and what, alas! muſt, 
then become of mine? But the ſame Eyes that drew 
the Paſſion in, ſhall ſend it out in Tears, to which 
now hear my Vow. 

Mir. ¶ Diſcovering himſelf.) No, my fair Angel, but 
let me repent ; here on his Knees behold the Crimi- 
nal, that vows Repentance his. Ha! No concern 
upon her! 8 

Ori. This Turn is odd, and the time has been, 
that ſach a ſudden Change wou'd have ſurpriz'd me 
into ſome Confuſion. 

Mir. Reſtore that happy Time, for I am now re- 
turn'd to my ſelf, for I want but pardon to deſerve 
your Favour, and here I'll fix till you relent and give it. 

Ori. Groveling, ſordid Man; why wou'd you act 
a thing to make you kneel, Monarch in Pleaſure to 
be Slave to your Faults? Are all the Conqueſts of 
your wandring Sway, your Wit, your Humour, For- 
rune, all reduc'd to rhe baſe cringing of a bended 
Knee? Servile and Poor! Love ir. [ 4ſeds. 

Mir. | come not here to juſtify my Fault but my 
Submiſſion, for tho' there be a meanneſs in this hum- 
ble Poſture, tis nobler ſtill to bend when Jullice calls, 
than to reſiſt Conviction. 

Ori. No more——thy oft repeated violated Words 
reproach my weak Belief, tis the fevereſt Calumny 
to hcar thee ſpeak ; that humble Poſture which once 
cou'd raiſe, now mortifies my Pride; how can'ſt thou 
hope for Pardon from one that you affront by atking 
it? 

Mir. ¶ Riſes.] In my own Cauſe no more, but give 
me leave to intercede for you againſt the hard Injun- 
tions of that Habit, which for my fault you wear. 
Ori. Surprizing Inſolence! My greateſt Foe pre- 


tends to give me Counſel; but I am too warm __ 
0 
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fo cool a Subject. My Reſolutions, Sir, are fix d! 
but as our Hearts were united with the Ceremony of 
our Eyes, fo I ſhall ſpare ſome Tears to the Sepazati- 
on. [Weeps.) That's all; farewel. 

Mir. And muſt J loſe her? No. Runs, and catches 
ber.] Since all my Prayers are vain, I'll uſe the no- 
bler Argument of Man, and force you to the Juſtice 
you refuſe ;,you're mine by Pre- contract: And where's 
the Vow ſo ſacred to diſannul another? I'll urge my 
Love, your Oath, and plead my Cauſe gainſt all Mo- 
naſtick Shifts upon the Earth, * | | 

Ori. Unhand me, Raviſher! Wou'd you prophane 
theſe holy Walls with Violence? Revenge for all my 
paſt Diſgrace now offers, thy Life ſhou'd anſwer this, 
WIE I provoke the Law: Urge me no farther, but 
be gone. "_ 

Air. Incxorable Woman, let me kneel again. 


[Kneeks.. 
Enter Old Mirabel. | 

Old M. Where, where's this Counterfeit Nun? 

Ori. Madneſs! Confufion! I'm ruin'd ! 

Mir. What do I hear? [Puts on his Hood.) What 
did you ſay, Sir ? 

Old M. I ſay ſhe's a Counterfeit, and you may be 
another for ought I know, Sir; I have loſt my Child. 
by theſe Tricks, Sir. , 

Mir. What Tricks, Sir? 

Old M. By a pretended Trick, Sir. A-Contrivance 
to bring my Son to reaſon, and it has made him ſtark 
mad; I have loſt him and a thouſand Pound a Year. 

Mir. ¶ Diſcovering himſelf.) My dear Father, I'm 
your moſt humble Servant. 

Old M. My dear Boy, [ Runs and kiſſes him.) Wel- 
come, ex Infers, my dear Boy, tis all a Trick, ſhe's 
no more a Nun than I am. 

Mir. No? 

Old M. The Devil a bit. 

Mir. Then kiſs me again, my dear Dad, for the 
moſt happy News. — And now moſt venerable holy 

iſter. ; [ Kneel;, 
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Your Mercy and your Padros I implore, 
For the Offence of aſking it before. 


Look'e, my dear counterfeiting Nun, take my Ad- 
vice, be a Nun in good earneſt; Women make the 
beſt Nuns always when they can't do otherwiſe. Ay, 
my dear Father, there is a Merit in your Son's Beha- 
viour that you little think; the free Deportment of 
ſuch Fellows as I, makes more Ladies Religious, than 
all the Pulpits in France. 

Ori. O! Sir, how unhappily have you deſtroy d 
what was ſo near Perfection! He is the Counterfeit 
that has deceiv'd you. 

Old M. Ha! Look'e, Sir, I recant, ſhe is a Nun. 

Mir. Sir, your humble Servant, then I'm a Fryer 
this Moment. 

Old M. Was ever an old Fool ſo banter'd by a Brace 
o young ones; hang you both, you're Coun- 
terfeits, and my Plot's ſpoil'd, that's all. 

Ori. Shame and Confufion, Love, Anger, and 
Diſappointment, will work my Brain to Madneſs. 

[Throws off her Habit. Exit. 
Mir. Ay, ay, throw by the Rags, they have ſerv'd a 
turn for us both, and they ſhall e en go off together. 
| [ Takes off his Habit. 

Thus the fick Wretch, when tortur'd by his Pain, 

And finding ail Eſſays for Life are vain ; 
When the Phyſician can no more deſign, 
Then call the other Doctor, the Divine. 
What Vows to Heaven, won d Heaven reſtore his 
Health ; 
Vorvs all to Heaven, his Thoughts, his Actions, Wealth: 
But if reſtor d to Vigour as before, 
His Health refuſes what his Sickneſs ſwore. 
The Body is no ſooner Rais'd and Well. 
But the weak Soul relapſes into Il. 
To all its former Swing of Liſe is led, 
And leaves its Vows and Promiſes in Bed. 
[ Exit, throwing away the Habit. 
| ah SCENE 
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SCENE changes to Old Mirabel: Houſe : Duretete 
with @ Letter. 


Dur. [Reads.] 
M* Rudeneſs was only a Proof of your Humour, which 
I have found ſo agreeable, that I own my ſelf pe- 
nitent, and willing to make any Reparation upon your 


BISARRE. 


Mirabel ſwears ſhe loves me, and this confirms it ; 
then farewel Gallantry, and welcome Revenge; tis 
y turn now to be upon the Sublime, I'll take her off, 


warrant her. 


Enter Biſarre. 

Well, Miſtreſs, do you love me? 

2 J hope, Sir, you will pardon the Modeſty 
0 

Dur. Of what? of a Dancing Devil! Do you 
love me, I ſay. 

Biſ. Perhaps 

Dur. What? 

Biſ. Perhaps I do not. 

Dur. Ha! abus'd again! Death, Woman, II 

Biſ. Hold, hold, Sir, I do, I do! | 

Dar. Confirm it then by your Obedience, ſtand 
there; and Ogle me now, as if your Heart, Blood, 
and Soul were like to fly out at your Eyes.——Firſt, 
the direct Surpriſe [ She looks full upon him.) Right; 
next the Deux yeux par oblique. [ She gives him the 
ſide Glance.) Right; now depart, and languiſh. [She 
turns from him, and looks over her Shoalder.) Very 
well; now Sigh. [She Sighs.] Now drop your Fan a 
putpoſe. [She drops her Fan.] Now take it up again: 
Come now, confeſs your Faults, are not you a proud 
fay after me. 
Biſ. Proud. 
Dur. Impertinent. 
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Biſ. Impertinent. 

Dur. Ridiculous. 

Biſ. Ridiculous, 

Dur. Hurt. 

Biſ. Puppy. 

Dur. Soons, Woman don't provoke me, we are 
alone, and you don't know but the Devil may tempt 
as to do you a Miſchief, aſk my Pardon immedi- 
ately. 

Biſ. I do, Sir, I only miſtook the Word. 

Dur. Cry then, ha' you got e er a Handkerchief ? 

Biſ. Yes, Sir. | 

Dur. Cry then, handſomly ; cry like a Queen in 


a Tragedy. [She, pretending to cry, burſts out a laughing. 
pn. - 


enter two Ladies laughing. 

Biſ. Ha, ha, ha. | 

Ladies both.) Ha, ha, ha. | 

Dur. Heil broke looſe upon me, and all the Furies 
futter'd about my Ears! Betray'd again! 

Biſ. That you are upon my Word, my dear Cap- 
tain ; ha, ha, ha. 

Dur. The Lond deliver me. 

1 Lady, What! Is this the mighty Man with the 
Bull-face that comes to frighten Ladies? I long to 
ſee him angry; come, begin. 

Dar. Ah, Madam, I'm the beſt natur'd Fellow in 
the World. 

2 Lady. A Man! We're miſtaken, a Man has Man- 


ners; the aukward Creature is ſome Tinker's Trull 


in a Perriwig. 
Biſ. Come, Ladies, let's examine him. | 
[ They lay hold on him. 
Dur. Examine ! The Devil you will! TN 
Biſ. I'll lay my Life, ſome great Dairy-Maid in 
Man's Cloaths. SN 
Dur. They will do't ; look'e, dear Chriſtian 
Women, pray hear me. 
Biſ. Will you ever attempt a Lady's Honour a- 


ain? 
£ : Dar, 
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Dur. If you pleaſe to let me get away with my 
Honour, I'd do any thing in the World. 
, Will you perſuade your Friend to matty . 
mine 
Dur. O, yes, to be ſure. 
Biſ. And will you do the ſame by me? 
Dur. Burn me if I do, if the Coaſt be clear. 
[ Runs out. 
Bz/. Ha, ha, ha, the Viſit, Ladies, was critical 
for our Diverſion; we'll go make an end of our 
Tea. ; | [ Exennt, 


Enter Mirabel and Old Mirabel. 

Mir. Your Patience, Sir. I tell you I won't mar- 
ry; and tho' you ſend all the Biſhops in France to 
perſuade me, I ſhall never believe their Doctrine a- 
ga inſt their Practice. 

Old M. But will you diſobey your Father, Sir? 

Air. Wou'd my Father have his youthful Son lie 
lizing here, bound to a Wite, chain d like a Monkey 
to make ſport to a Woman, ſubject to her Whims, 
Humours, Longings, Vapours and Caprices, to 
have her one Day pleas'd, to Morrow peeviſh, the 
next Day mad, the fourth rebellious; and nothing 
but this Succeſhon of Impertinence for Ages toge- 
ther. Be merciful, Sir, to your own Fleſh and 
Blood. 

Old M. But, Sir, did not I bear all this, why ould 
not you? 

Air. Then you think, that Marriage, like Trea- 
fon, ſhould attaint the Whole Blood; pray conhder, 
Sir, is it reaſonable becauſe you throw your felt. 
down from one Story, that! muſt caſt my ſelf head- 
jong from the Garret Window? You wou'd compel 
me to that State, which | have heard you curſe your 
felf, when my Mother aud you have battel'd it for a a 
whole Weck together. 

Old M. Never but once, you Rogue, and that was 
when the long'd for fix Flanders Marts: Ay, Sir, 

Q 6 then 
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then ſhe was breeding of you, which ſhew'd what an 
expenſive Dog 1 ſhou'd have of you. 


Enter Petit. 
Well Petit, how does ſhe now? 

Pet. Mad, Sir, con Pompos—— Ay, Mr. Mirabel, you'll 
believe that I ſpeak truth, now, when I confeſs that 
I have told you hitherto nothing but Lies; our Jeſt- 
A is come to a fad Earneſt, ſhe's downright diſtra- 


Enter Biſarre. 

Biſ. Where is this mighty Victor? The great E 
ploit is done; go triumph in the Glory of your Con- 
queſt, inhumane, barbarous Man! O, Sir, [To the 
Old Gentleman.] your wretched Ward has found a 
tender Guardian of you, where her young Innocence 
expected Protection, here has ſhe found her Ruin. 


Rogue won't marry, for fear of begetting ſuch a diſ- 


obedient Son as his Father did. I have done all I can ' 


Madam, and now.can do no more than run mad for 
Company. [ Cries. 


Enter Dugard with his Sword. draws. 

Dug. Away ! Revenge, Revenge: 
O M. Patience, Patience, Sir. | 

| [ 014 Mirabel holds him. 
Bob: draw. [Aſide. 

Dug. Patience ! The Coward's Virtue, and the 
brave Man's failing, when thus provok'd—— Villain ! 

Air. Your Siſter's Frenzy ſhall excuſe your Mad- 
neſs; and ſhew my Concern for what ſhe ſuffers, I'll 
bear the Villain from her Brother.---Put up your Anger 
with your Swerd; I have 2 Heart like yours, that 
fwells at an Affront receiv'd, but melts at an Injury 
given; and if the lovely Oriana's Grief be ſuch a 
moving Scene, 'twill find a part within this Breaft, 
perhaps as tender as a Brother's. 


Dag. To prove that ſoft Compaſſion for her Grief, 


endeavour to remove it. There, there, behold an 


Object. 


Old M. Ay, the fault is mine, for I believe thar 
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Object that's infective; I cannot view her, but I am 
as mad as ſhe : ¶ Enter Oriana mad, held by two Maids, 
who put her in a Chair. ] A Siſter that my dying Parents 
left, with their laſt Words and Bleſſing, to my Care. 
Siſter, deareſt Siſter. [ Goes 20 her. 
8 7 M. Ay, poor Child, poor Child, d'ye know 
me 
Ori. You! you are Amadis de Gaul, Sir, Oh! 
oh my Heart! Were you never in Love, fair Lady? 
And do you never dream of Flowers and Gardens? 
l dream of walking Fires, and tall Gigantick Sights. 
Take heed, it comes now — What's that? Pray 
ſtand away: I have ſeen that Face ſure.— How light 
my Head'is. 
Mir. What pas Charms has Beauty, ev'n in 
Madneſs! theſe ſudden ſtarts of undigeſted Words 
ſhoot thro' my Soul, with more perſuaſive Force than 


all the ſtudy'd Art of labour'd Eloquence.— Come, 


Madam, try to repoſe a little. 

Ori. I cannot; for I muit be up to go to Church, 
and I muſt dreſs me, put on my new Gown, and be 
ſo fine, to meet my Love. Hey, ho! —— Will not 
you tell me where my Heart lyes bury'd ? 

- Mir. My very Sout is touch'd——Your Hand, my 
air. 

dri. How ſoft and gentle you feel? I'll tell you 
your Fortune, Friend. 

Mir. How ſhe ſtares upon me! 

Ori. You have a flattering Face; but tis a fine one 
II warrant you have five hundred Miſtreſſe 
Ay, to be fure, a Miſtreſs for every Guinea in his 
Pocket—Will you pray for me? I fhall die to Mor- 


 1ow—— And will you ring my Paſling-Bell. 


Mir. O Woman, Woman, of Artifice created ! 
whoſe Nature, even diſtracted, has a Cunning: In 
vain let Man his Senſe, his Learning boaſt, when 
Woman's Madneſs over-rules his Reaſon. Do you 
know me, injur'd Creature ? 

Ori. No, but you ſhall be my intimate Ac- 
quaintannce in the Grave, [Weeps. 
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Mir. Oh Tears, I muſt believe you; ſure there's 


a kind of Sympathy in Madneſs; for even I, obdu- 
rate as I am, do feel my Soul ſo toſs'd with Storms 


of Paſſion, that I could cry for help as well as ſhe.—. 


UU ipes his Eyes. 

Ori. What have you loſt your Lover? No, you 
mock me; I'll go home and pray. 

Mir. Stay, my fair Innocence, and hear me own 
my Love ſo loud, that I may call your Senſes to 
their Place, reſtore 'em to their charming.happy Fun- 
Rions, and re- inſtate my ſelf into your Favour. 

Biſ. Let her alone, Sir, tis all too late; ſhe trem- 


bles, hold her, her Fits grow ſtronger by her talking; . 


don't trouble her, ſhe don't know you, Sir. 


Old M. Not know him! what then? ſhe loves to 


ſee him for all that. 


Enter Duretete. 
Dur. Where are you all? What the Devil! melan- 


choly, and I here! Are ye ſad, and ſuch a ridiculous - 


Subject, ſuch a very good Jeſt among you as lam? 

Mir. Away with this Impertinence ; this is no 
place for Bagatel: I have murder'd my Honour, de- 
ſtroy d a Lady, and my defire of Reparation is come 
at length too late: See there. 

Dur. What ails her? 

Mir. Alas, She's mad. 

Dur. Mad! doſt wonder at that? By this Light, 
they're all ſo; they're cozening mad, they're brawl- 
ing mad, they're proud mad; I juſt now came from 
a whole World of mad Women, that had almoſt —— 
What, is ſhe dead? 


Mir. Dead! Heay'ns forbid. 
Dur. Heav'ns farther it; for 'till they be as cold 
as a Key, there's no truſting them; you're never ſure 


that a Woman's in earneſt, till ſhe be nail'd in her 
Coffin. Shall I talk to her? Are you mad, Miſtreſs ?- 


Biſ. What's that to you, Sir. ; 
Dur. Oons, Madam, are you there? [Runs of. 
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Was, (before you all 1 ſpeak it,) ſhe ſhou'd be mine; 


and as ſhe is, my Tears and Prayers ſhall wed her. 

Mir. Away, thou wild Buffoon ; how poor and 
mean this Humour now appears? His Follies and my 
own 1 here diſclaim ; this Lady's Frenzy has reſtor'd 
my Senſes, and was ſhe perfect now, as once ſhe 

Dug. How happy had this Declaration been ſome 
hours ago? | 

Biſ. Sir, ſhe beckons to you, and waves us to go 
off; come, come, let's leave 'em. 

[ Ex, omnes, but Mir. and Ori. 

Ori. Oh, Sir! 

Mir, Speak, my charming Angel, if your dear 
Senſes have regain'd their Order; ſpeak, Fair, and 
bleſs me with the News. 

Ori. Firſt, let me bleſs the Cunning of my Sex, 
that happy counterfeited Frenzy that has reftor'd to 
my poor labouring Breaſt, the deareſt, beſt belov'd 
of Men. 

Mir. Tune all, ye Spheres, your Inſtruments of 
Joy, and carry round your ſpacious Orbs, the hap- 
py ſound of Orianza's Health; her Soul, whoſe Har- 
mony was next to yours, is now in Tune again; the 
counterfeiting Fair has play'd the Fool. 


She was ſo mad to counterfeit for me. 
I was ſo mad to pawn my Liberty: 
But now we both are well, and both are free. 


Ori. How, Sir? Free! 

Mir. As Air, my dear Bedlamite ; what, marry a 
Lunatick! Look, my Dear, you have counterfeited 
Madneſs ſo very well this bout, that you'll be apt to 
play the Fool all your Life long. Here, Gen- 
tlemen. 

Ori. Monſter! you won't diſgrace me. 

Mir. O' my Faith, but I will; here, come in 
Gentlemen. A Miracle! a Miracle! the Wo- 
man's diſpoſſeſs d, the Devil's vaniſh d. 


En- 
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Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard. 
Old M. Bleſs us, was ſhe poſſeſs d? 
Mir. With the worſt of Demons, Sir, a Marriage 
Devil, a horrid Devil. Mr. Dugard, don't be ſur- 
riz'd, I promis'd my Endeavours to cure your Si- 
er; no mad Doctor in Chriſtendom could have done 
it more effectually. Take her into your Charge; and 
have a care ſhe don't relapſe; if ſhe ſhould, employ 
me again, for I am no more infallible than others of 
the Faculty ; I do cure ſometimes. 
Ori. Your Remedy, moſt barbarous Man, will 
prove the greateſtPoyſon to my Health; for tho my 
former Frenzy was but counterfeit, I now ſhall run 
into a real Madneſs. Exit; Old Mir. after. 
Dag. This was a turn beyond my Knowledge; I'm 
ſo confus'd, -I know not how to reſent it. [ Exit. 
Mir. What a dangerous Precipice have I 'ſcap'd? 
Was not I juſt now upon the Brink of Deſtruction ? 


Enter Duretete. 
O my Friend, let me run into thy Boſom ; no Lark 
eſcap'd from the devouring Pounces of a Hawk, 
quakes with more diſmal Apprehenſion. 
Dar. The matter, Man! | 


Mir. Marriage, Hanging; I was juſt at the Gal | 


lows-foot, the running Nooſe about my Neck, and 
the Cart wheeling from me.——Oh-—1 ſha'n't be my 
ſelf this Month again. 

Dar. Did not I tell you ſo? They are all alike, 
Saints or Devils ; their counterfeiting can't be repu- 
ted a Deceit; for tis the Nature of the Sex, not their 
Contrivance. 

Mir. Ay, ay: There's no living here with Secu- 
Tity ; this Houſe is ſo full of Stratagem and Deſign, 
that I muſt abroad again. 

Dur. With all my Heart, I'll bear thee Company, 
my Lad; I'll meet you at the Play; and we'll ſet 
out for lay to morrow Morning, | 


Air. 
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Mir. A Match: III go pay my Complement of 
leave to my Father preſently. 

Dur. I'm afraid he'll ſtop you. 

Mir. What pretend a Command over me after his 
Settlement of a thouſand Pound a Year upon me! 
No, no, he has paſſed away his Authority with the 
Conveyance; the Will of a living Father is chiefly 
obeyed for the ſake of the dying one. 


What makes the World attend and crowd the Great? 


Hopes, Intereſt, and Dependence, make their State. 


Behold the Ante-chamber fill'd with Beaux, 

A Horſe's Levee throng'd with Courtly Crows. 
Tho grumbling Subjects make the Cron their ſport, 
Hopes of a Place will bring the Sparks to Court. 
Dependence, even a Father's ſway ſecures, 
For tho the Son rebels, the Heir is yours. 


The End of the Fourth ACT. 


ACT VF: 


SCENE, the Street before the Play-houſe ; 
_ and Duretete as coming from the 
lay. 


Dur. OW d'ye like this Play ? 
Mir. I lik'd the Company; the Lady, 
the rich Beauty in the Front-box had my Attention : 


"Theſe impudent Poets bring the Ladies together to 


ſupport Them, and to kill every body elſe. 


For Death's upon the Stage the Ladies cry, 
But ne'er mind us that in the Audience die : 
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The Poet : Hero ſhouw'd not move their Pain, 
But they ſhou'd weep for thoſe their Eyes have ſlain. 


this ? 


Mir. Ten times more; the Play-houſe is the Ele- 
ment of Poetry, becauſe the Region of Beauty; the 


Ladies, methinks, have a more inſpiring triumphant. 
Air in the Boxes than any where elſe, they fit com- 
manding on their Thrones with all their Subject- 
ſlaves about them: Their beſt Cloaths, beſt Looks, 
ſhining Jewels, ſparkling Eyes, the Treaſure of the 
World in a Ring. Then there's ſuch a hurry of Plea- 
ſure to tranſport us; the Buſtle, Noiſe, Gallantry, 
Equipage, Garters, Feathers, Wigs, Bows, Smiles, 
Ogles, Love, Muſick and Applauſe. I cou'd wiſh 
that my whole Life long were the firſt Night of a 


"IC The Fellow has forgot this] 

Dur. quite is Journey: 
have you beſpoke Poſt-Horſes? 

Mir. Grant me but three Days, dear Cr one 
to diſcover the Lady, one to unfold my and one 
'to make me happy ; and then I'm your's to the 
World's end. 

Dur. Haſt thou the Impudence to promiſe thy ſelf 
a Lady of her Figure and Quality in ſo ſhort a time? 

Mir. Yes, Sir I have a confident Addreſs, no 


diſagreeable Perſon, and five hundred Lewideres in 


my Pocket. 

Dur. Five hundred Lewidores ! You a'n't mad? 

Mir. I tell you, ſhe's worth five thouſand ; one 
of her black Brilliant Eyes is worth a Diamond s 
big as her Head. I compar'd her Necklace with het 
Looks, and the living Jewels out ſparkl'd the dead 
ones by a Million. 

Dur. But you have own'd to me, that abati 
Oriana's Pretenſions to Marriage, you lov'd her 


Dur. Hoity, toity ; did Phyllis inſpire you with all | 
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ſionately, then how can you wander at this rate ? | 
Mir, 
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Mir. I long'd for a Partridge t other day off the 
ww, King's Plate, but d'ye think, becauſe I cou'd not 
have it, I muſt eat nothing. 
at Dar. Prithee, Mirabel, be quiet; you may re- 
' member what narrow ſcapes you have had abroad by 
Ile. following Strangers; you forget your Leap out of 
the the Curteſan's Window at Bolognia to ſave your fine 
ant, King there. 
m- Mir. My Ring's a Trifle, there's nothing we poſ⸗ 
ſeſs comparable to what we defire — be ſhy of a 
oks, | Lady barefac'd in the Front-Box with a thouſand 
the Pound in Jewels about her Neck! For ſhame, no 
| more. 


|; Enter Oriana in Boy's Cloaths with a Letter, 

”Y Ori. Is your Name, Mirabel, Sir? 

Mir. Yes, Sir. 

| edna rant 
[Gives the Letter. 


Mir. [ Reads.) | 
TH E Bearer is the Son of a Proteſtant Gentleman, 
who flying for his Religion, left me the C of 
this Youth [a pretty Boy.] he's fond of ſome 


. * 


ſelf: ſome Service that may afford him opportunity of In- 
me? | provement, your Care of him will oblige 
, 00. Yours. 


s in Haſta mind to travel, Child? 

Ori. 'Tis my Defire, Sir; I ſhould be pleas'd to 
FI ſerve a Traveller in any Capacity. « 
one Mir. A hopeful Inclination; you ſhall along with 
me into 1aly, as my Page. | 
Dur. I don't think it fafe ; the Rogue's { Nos/e 
| without.) too handſome —— The Play's done, and 

ſome of the Ladies come this way. 


Enter Lamorce, with her Train born up by a Page, 
| Mir. Duretete, the very Dear, identical She. 
Dur. And what then ? 
Mir, Why tis (he. 


Dur. 
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Dur. And what then, Sir? 
Mir. Then! Why, — Look'e Sirrah, the firſt 
iece of Service I put you upon, is to follow that 
dy's Coach, and bring me word where ſhe lives. 


F8 


To Oriana. 
Ori. I don't know the Town; Sir, am afraid 
of loſing my ſelf. 

Mir. Pſhaw ! 

Lam. Page, what's became of all my People ? 
Page. I can't tell, Madam, I can ſee no ſign of 

your Lady ſhip's Coach. 

Lam. That Fellow is got into his old Pranks, and 
fall'n drunk ſomewhere ; none of the Footmen there ? 

Page. Latex > Madam. FO * = 

Lam. Theſe Servants are f our Lives, 
what ſhall I do? pages 

Mir. By all my Hopes Fortune pimps for me; 
now Duretete for a piece of Gallantry. 

Dur. Why you won't ſure ? 

Mir. Won't, Brute ! Let not your Servants neg- 
lea, Madam, put your Ladyſhip to any Inconveni- 
ence, for you can't be diſappointed of an Equipage 
whilſt mine waits below, and wou'd you honour the 
ſize ſo far, he wou'd be proud to pay his Atten- 

nce. 


Dur. Ay, to be ſare. [ 4ſode, 


Lam. Sir, I won't preſume to be troubleſome, for 


my Habitation is a great way off. 
Dur, Very true, Madam, and he's a little engag'd, 


befides Madam, a Hackney-Coach will do as well, 


Madam. 


Mir. Rude Beaſt, be quiet! [To Duretete.] The 
farther from home, Madam, the more occaſion you 


have for Guard—pray, Madam. — 
Tam. Lard, Sir, — 
cline it in du 


in a moment. 


[ He ſeems to preſs, ſhe 7 de- | 

7 ew. 
Dur. Ah! The Devil's in his Impudence; now he 

wheedles, ſhe ſmiles; he flatters, ſhe fimpers; he 

ſwears, ſhe belieyes; he's a Rogue, and ſhe's a Wm | 


Mir, 
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Air. Without there, my Coach; Duretete, wiſh 
ft | me Joy. [ Hands the Lady out. 
Dar. Wiſh you a Surgeon ! Here you little Picard, 
go follow your Maſter, and he'll lead you 
* Ori. Whither, Sir? 
aid Dur. To the Academy Child: tis the Faſhion 
with Men of Quality to teach their Pages their Ex- 
erciſes——go. 
Ori, Won't you go with him too, Sir; that Wo- 
of | man may do him ſome harm, I don't like her. 
Dur. Why, how now, Tages, do you ſtart up to 
give Laws of a ſudden; do you pretend to riſe at 


nd Court, and diſapprove the Pleaſures of your Betters : 
* | Look'e, Sirrah, if ever you wou'd riſe by a great 
* Man, be ſure to be with him in his little Actions, 


and, as a ſtep to your Advancement, follow your 
_ | Maſter immediately, and make it your Hope that he 
go to a Bawdy-Houſe. 

Ori. Heavens forbid. [Exit. 
Dur. Now wou'd I ſooner take a Cart in Compa- 
ny of the Hangman, than a Coach with that Wo- 
man: What a ſtrange Antipathy have I taken againſt 
theſe Creatures; a Woman to me is Averſion upon 
Averſion, Cheeſe, a Cat, a Breaſt of Mutton, the 
- | ſqueeling of Children, the grinding of Knives, and 
ode. the Snuff of a Candle. 


* SCENE, a handjome Apartment. 
4 | Enter Mirabel and Lamorce. 


Tam. To convince me, Sir, that your Service 
"Ve | was ſomething more than good Breeding, pleaſe to 
lay out an Hour of your Company upon my Defire, 
| as you have already upog my Neceſlity. 
OS Mir. Your Deſire, Madam, has only prevented 
my Requeſt; my His! Make em yours, Madam, 
he | eleven, twelve, one, two, tarce, and all that belong 
he to thoſe happy Minutes. 


— Lam. But | muſt tre ub'c von to diſmiſs your 
Retinue, becauic an han Door, at this 
4 ume 

: 
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time of Night will not be confiſtent with my Repu- 
tation. 

Mir. By all means, Madam, all but one little 
Boy—— Here, Page, order my Coach and Servants 
home, and do you ſtay ; 'tis a fooliſh Countrey Boy, 
that knows nothing but Innocence. 

Lam. Innocence, Sir! I ſhou'd be ſorry if you 
made any ſiniſter Conſtructions of my Freedom. 

Mir. O Madam, I muſt not pretend to remark 


upon any Body's Freedom, having ſo entirely for- f 


feited my own. 

Lam. Well, Sir, twere convenient towards our 
eaſy Correſpondence, that we enter'd into a free 
Confidence of each other, by a mutual Declaration 
of what we are, and what we think of one ano- 
ther.—-Now, Sir, what are you? 

Mir. In three Words, Madam, I am a Gen- 
tleman, I have five hundred Pound in my Pocket, 
and a clean Shirt on. 

Lam. And your Name i 

Mir. Muſiapha.—— Now, Madam, the Inventory 
of your Fortunes. 

Lam. My Name is Lamorce; my Birth Noble; 1 
was marry'd young, to a proud, rude, ſullen, impe- 
rious Fellow ; the Huſband ſpoiled the Gentleman; 
Crying ruin'd my Face, till at laſt I took heart, leap'd 
out of a Window, got away to my Friends, ſu'd my 
Tyrant, and recover d my Fortune I lived from 
fifteen to twenty to pleaſe a Huſband, from twenty 
to forty I'm reſolv'd to pleaſe my ſelf, and from 
thence upwards I'll humour the World. 

Mir. The charming wild Notes of a Bird broke 
out of its Cage 


Lam. I mark d you at the Play, and ſomething 1 


ſaw of a wellfurniſh'd, careleſs, agreeable Tour a- 
bout you. Methought your Eyes made their man- 
nerly demands with ſuch an arch Modeſty, that I 
don't know how but I'm clop'd. Ha, ha, ha, 
I'm elop'd, | 


Mar, 


| 


near me! Theſe Cut-throats always make ſure Work. 
3 
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Mir. Ha, ha, ha, I rejdyce in your good Fortune 
ith all my Heart. 

Lam. O, now I think on't, Mr. Muftapha, you have 
got the fineſt Ring there, I cou'd ſcarcely believe it 
ight, pray let me ſee it. 

Mir. Hum! Yes, Madam, tis tis right but, bat 
but, but, it was given me by my Mother, an old 
Family-Ring, Madam, an old faſhion'd Family-Ring. 

Lam. Ay, Sit — if you can entertain your ſelf 
oy a Song for a Moment I'll wait on you, come - 
in there, > 


Enter Singers. 
Call what you pleaſe, Sir. 
- Mir. The new Song=—Prithee, Phyllis, &c. 


SONG. 


Certainly the Stars have been in a ſtrange intriguing 
Humour when I was born.— Ay, this Night ſhou'd 
I have had a Bride in my Arms, and that I ſhou'd 
like well enough; but what ſhou'd I have to morrow 
Night? The ſame. And what next Night ? the ſame; 
and what next Night? the very ſame: Soop for 
Breakfaſt, Soop for Dinner, Soop for Supper, and 

Soop for Breakfaſt again——but here's variety. | 


1 love the Fair who freely gives her Heart, 
That's mine by Ties of Nature, not of Art ; 
Who boldly owns whateer her Thoughts indite, 
And is too modeſt for a Hypocrue. | 


[Lamorce appears at the Door, as he runs towards 


her, four Bravoes ſtep in before ber. He ſtarts 
back 


She comes, ſhe comes Hum, hum Bitch 
Murder d murder d to be ſure! The curſed Strumpet ! 
To make me ſend away my Servants — no Body 


What 
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What ſhall I do? I have bu? one way. Are theſe 
Gentlemen, your Relations, Madam ? 

Lam, Yes, Sir. 

Mir. Gentlemen, your moſt humble Servant; Sir, 
your moſt faithful, yours, Sir, with all my heart; 
your moſt obedient — come, Gentlemen. [ Salutes 
all round. ] pleaſe to fit. ——no Ceremony, next the 
Lady, pray Sir. 

Lam. Well, Sir, and how d'ye like my Friends ? 

: . [They all fr. 

Mir. O, Madam, the moft finiſh'd Gentlemen! I 
was never more happy in good Company in my Life; 
I ſuppoſe, Sir, you have travell'd ? 

1 Bra. Yes, Sir. 

Mir. Which way? may I preſume ? 

1 Bra. In a Weſtern Barge, Sir. 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha, very pretty; facetious pretty 
Gentleman ! | 
" Lam. Ha, ha, ha; Sir, you have got the prettieſt 


Ring upon your Finger there 
Mir. Ah! Madam, 'tis at your Service with all my 
Heart. Offering the Ring. 


Lam. By no means, Sir, a Family-Ring ! 


Mir. No matter, Madam. Seven hundred Pound, 


[ Takes it. 


by this Light. [Aſide. | 


2 Bra. Pray, Sir, what's a Clock ? 

Mir. Hum! Sir, I forgot my Watch at home. 

2 Bra. I thought I ſaw the String of it juſt now. 
Mir. Ods my Life, Sir, I beg your Pardon, here 


it i bit it don't go. [ Putting it up. 
Lam. O dear Sir, an Engliſh Watch! Tompion's, I 
preſume. 


Mir. D'ye like it, Madam no Ceremony — 
tis at your Service with all my Heart and Soul 
Tompion's | Hang ye. 


ſhion and Make of your Sword-hilt. 
Mir. I'm mighty glad you like it, Sir. 
1 Bra, Will you part with it, Sir. 


[ Aſide. | 
1 Bra. But, Sir, above all things, I admire the Fa- 


Mir. 


: 
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Mir. Sir, I won't fell it. 
1 Bra. Not fell it, Sir! 

Mir. No, Gentlemen, —but I'll _—_ it with all 
my Heart. 5 Offering it. 
1 Bra. O Sir, we ſhall rob you. C3 * 

Mir. That you do [I'll be ſworn. [Aſide.] I have 
another at home, pray, Sir, — Gentlemen you're 
too modeſt, have I any thing elſe that you fancy 
Sir, will you do me a Favour? [ To the 1 Bravo.] I 
am extremely in love with that Wig which you wear, 
will you do me the Favour to change with me ? 

1 Bra. Look'e, Sir, this is a Family-Wig, and I 
wou'd not part with it, but if you like it. 

Mir. Sir, your moſt humble Servant. 

[ They change Wigs, 

1 Bra. Madam, your moſt humble Slave. 

Goes up ſoppiſhly to the Lady, ſalutes her, 
1 2 Bra. The Fellow's very liberal, ſhall we murder 
im? | 

1 Bra. What! Let him 'ſcape to hang us all! And 
I to loſe my Wig; no, no, I want but a handſome 
Pretence to quarrel with him, for you know we muſt 
act like Gentlemen. Here, ſome Wine — [ine 
here.) Sir, your good Health. | 

[ Pulls Mirabel by the Noſe. 

Mir. Oh! Sir, your moſt humble Servant; a plea- 
fant Frolick enough, to drink a Man's Health, and 
pull him by the Noſe ; ha, ha, ha, the pleaſanteſt 
pretty humour'd Gentleman. | 

Lam. Help the Gentleman toa Glaſs. [Mir. drinks. 

1 Bra. How d'ye like the Wine, Sir? | 

Mir. Very good o' the kind, Sir; but I tell ye 
what, [ find we're all inclin'd to be frolickſome, and 
I'gad, for my own part, I was never more diſpoſed 
to be merry ; let's make a Night on't ha ! —— This 
Wine is pretty, but I have ſuch Burgundy at home. 
——— [_Q00k'e, Gentlemen, let me ſend for a dozen 
Flatks of my Burgundy, I defie France to match it 
"Twill make us all Life, all Air, pray, Gen- 
tlemon. 
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2 Bra. Eh! Shall us have his Burgundy / 

x Bra. Yes, faith, we'll have all we can; here, 
call up the Gentleman's Servant. What think you 
Lamorce? ? 

Lam. Yes, yes, your Servant is a fooliſh 
Countrey Boy, Sir, he underſtands nothing but In- 
nocence? . 

Mir. Ay, ay, Madam. Here, Page, [Enter O- 
riana.] take this Key, and go to my Butler, order 
him to ſend half a dozen Flaſks of the red Burgundy, 
mark'd a thouſand ; and be ſure you make haſte, I 
long to entertain my Friends here, my very good 
Friends. 

Omnes. Ah, dear, Sir! 

t Bra. Here, Child, take a Glaſs of Wine 
Your Maſter and I have chang'd Wigs, Honey, in a 
Frolick. Where had you this pretty Boy, honeſt 
Muſtapha ? 

Ori. Muſtapha ! 

Mir. Out of Picardy this is the firſt Errand 
he has made for me, and if he does it right, I'll en- 
courage him. 

Ori. The red Burgundy, Sir ? 

Mir. The red, mark'd a thouſand, and be ſure you 
make haſte. [ Exit. 

Orz. I ſhall, Sir. | 

1 Bra. Sir, you were pleas'd to like my Wig, have 
you any Fancy for my Coat? Look'e, Sir, it 

5 ſerv d a great many honeſt Gentlemen very faith- 
fully. 

Mir. Not ſo faithfully, for I'm afraid it has got a 
tcurvy Trick of leaving all its Maſters in Neceſſity.— 


The Inſolence of theſe Dogs is beyond their 18 
Aſide. 


Lam. You're melancholy, Sir. | 
Mir. Only concern'd, Madam, that I ſhou'd have 
no Servant here but this little Boy he'll make 
ſome confounded Blunder, I'll lay my Life on't, I 
a ig not be diſappointed of my Wine for the Uni- 
Verie, 
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Lam. He'll do well enough, Sir; but Supper's rea- 
dy, will you pleaſe to eat a Bit, Sir? 
Mir. O Madam, I never had a better Stomach in 
my Life. 
Lam. Come then, — we have nothing but a Plate 


of Soop. ” 


Mir. Ah Þ The Marriage-Soop I cou'd diſpenſe 
with now. { Aſide.) [ Exit, handimg the Lady. 

2 Bra. That Wig wo'n't fall to your Share. 

1 Bra. No, no, we'll ſettle that after Supper, in the 
mean time the Gentleman ſhall wear it. 

2 Bra. Shall we diſpatch him? 

3 Bra. To be ſure, I think he knows me. 

1 Bra. Ay, ay, dead Men tell no Tales; I won- 
der at the Impudence of the Englih R that 
will hazard the meeting a Man at the Bar that they 
have encounter'd upon the Road! I ha'n't the Con- 
fidence to look a Man in the Face after I have'done 
him an Injury, therefore we'll murder him. ¶Excunt. 


SCENE changes to Old Mirabel's Houſe. 


Enter Duretete. 
Dar. My Friend has forſaken me, 4 have aban- 


don'd my Miſtreſs, my time lies heavy on my Hands, 


and my Money burns in my Pocket — But now I 
think on't my Myrmidons are upon Duty to Night ; 
III fairly ſtrole down to the Guard, and nod away 
the Night with my honeſt Lieutenant over a Flaik of 
Wine, a Rakehelly Story, and a Pipe of Tobacco. 
Going off, Biſ. meets him. 

Biſ. Who comes there? ſtand ! 

Dur. Hey day, now ſhe's turn'd Dragoon. 

Biſ. Look'e, Sir, I'm told you intend to travel a- 
gain. [ deſign to wait on you as far as Italy, 


Dur. Then I'll travel into Wales. 

Biſ. Wales ! What Countrey's that? 

Dur. The Land ot Mountains, Child, where you're 
never out of the wav, 'cauſe there's no ſuch thing as 


P 2 Biſe 


a High-Road. 
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Biſ. Rather always in a High-road, cauſe you tra- 
vel all upon Hills; — but be't as it will, I'll jog a- 
long with you. a 

Dur. But we intend to ſail to the Eaſt-Indies. 

| Byſ. Eaſt or Weſt, tis all one to me; I'm tight and 

Kght, and the fitter for ſailing. 

* * But ſuppoſe we take thro' Germany, and drink 
rd. 

Biſ. Suppoſe I take thro Germany, and drink har- 
der than you, 

Dur. Suppoſe 1 go to a Baudy-houſe. 

Biſ. Suppoſe I ſhew you the way. 

Dur. 'Sdeath, Woman, will you go to the Guard 
with me, and ſmoak a Pipe? 

Biſ. Allons, Done! | 

Dur. The Devil's in the Woman ; — ſappoſe 1 
hang my ſelf. 

Biſ. There Tl] leave you. 

Dur. And a happy riddance, the Gallgws is wel- 
come. 

Biſ. Hold, hold, Sir, [Catches him by the Arm go- 
ing.] one word before we part. 

Dur. Let me go, Madam, — or I fhall think that 
you're a Man, and perhaps may examine you. 

Bi. Stir if you dare; I have ſtill Spirits to attend me; 
and can raiſe ſuch a muſter of Fairies as ſhall puniſh 
you to death — Come, Sir, ftand there now and ogle 
me; ¶ He frowns upon her.] Now a languifhing Sigh ! 


He runs and takes it up.] Now play with it hand- 
omely. 


2 groans.] Now run and take up my Fan, —fafter. 


Dur. Ay, ay. [ He tears it all in pieces. 

Bi. Hold, hold, dear humorous Coxcomb ; Cap- 
tain, ſpare my Fan, and Ii Why, you rude, in- 
humane Monſter, don't you expect to pay for this? 

Dur. Ves, Madam, there's Twelve Pence; for that 
is the price on't. 

Biſ. Sir, it coſt a Guinea. 


Dur. 
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Dur, Well, Madam, you ſhall have the Sticks a- 
gain. [ Throws them to her, and Exit. 
Biſ. Ha, ha, ha, ridiculous, below my Concern. 
I muſt follow him however, to know if he can give 
me any News of Oriana. [ Exit. 


SCENE changes to Lamorce's Lodgings. 


Enter Mirabel Solus. 

Mir. Bloody Hell-hounds, I over-heard you 
Was not I two hours ago the happy, gay, rejoicing 
—— Mirabel » How did I plume my Hopes in a fair 
coming proſpect of along Scene of Years? Life cour- 
ted me with all the Charms of Vigour, Youth; and 
Fortune; and to be torn away from all my promiſed 
Joys, is more than Death, the manner too, by Vil- 
lains, —— O my Oriana, this very moment might 
have bleſs'd me in thy Arms !—and my poor Boy, the 
innocent Boy! Confuſion.— But huſh, they come; 
2 — ſtill. No News of my Wine, Gen- 

emen 


Enter the four Bravoes. 
I. Bra. No, Sir, I believe your Countrey-booby 
has loſt himſelf, and we can wait no longer fort 


true, Sir, you're a pleaſant Gentleman, but I ſuppoſe 


you underſtand our Buſineſs. 

Mir. Sir, I may go near to gueſs at your Employ- 
ments; you, Sir, are a Lawyer, I preſume, you a 
Phyſician, you a Scrivener, you a Stock-jobber.—— 
All Cut-throats, I Gad. [ Aþode. 

4. Bra. Sir, I am a Broken-Officer; I was ca- 
fhier'd at the Head of the Army for a Coward: So 
I took up the Trade of Murder to retrieve the Repu- 
tation of my Courage. 

3. Bra. 1 am a Soldier too, and wou'd ferve my 
King, but I don't like the Quarrel, and I have more 
honour than tg fight in a bad Cauſe. 
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2. Bra. I was bred a Gentleman, and have no E- 
ſtate, but I muſt have my Whore and my Bottle, 
thro” the Prejudice of Education. 

I. Bra. I am a Ruffian too; by the Prejudice of 
Education, I was bred a Butcher. In ſhort, Sir, if 
your Wine had come, we might have trifled a little 
— I—_ Sir, which Sword will you fall by ? 
mine, Sir 


2. Bra. Or mine? draws. 
3- Bra. Or mine? | draws. 
4. Bra. Or mine? draws. 


Mir. I ſcorn to beg my Life; but to be butcher'd 
thus! O there's the Wine: 


f knocking. ] my Life or Death. 
Enter Oriana. 


Loft, for ever loft !—> Where's the Wine, Child? 
[faintly. 


Ori. Coming up, Sir. [Stamps.] 


Enter Duretete with his Sword drawn, and fix of 
the grand Muſqueteers with their Pieces preſented, 
the Ruffians drop their Swords. Oriana goes off. 

Mir. The Wine, the Wine, the Wine. Youth, 

Pleaſure, Fortune, Days and Years, are now my 
own again. _—— Ah, my dear Friends, did not I tell 
you this Wine wou'd make me merry? Dear 
Captain, theſe Gentlemen are the beſt natur'd, face- 
tious, witty Creatures, that ever you knew. 


Enter Lamorce. 

Lam. Is the Wine come, Sir ? 

Mir. O yes, Madam, the Wine is come — fee 
there Your Ladyſhip has got a very fine Ring 
[ Pointing to the Soldiers.) upon your Finger. 

Lam. Sir, Tis at your Service. 


Mir. O ho! is it ſo? Thou dear Seven hundred 


D_ thou'rt welcome home again, with all my 
eart 
the fineſt built Watch there ! Tompion's, I preſume. 

| eee Lam. 


— ᷣ— 


this moment for 


Ad's my Life, Madam, you have got | 
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Lam. Sir, you may wear it. 

Mir. O, Madam, by no means, tis too much — 
Rob you of all [ Taking it from her.] Good dear 
Time, thou'rt a precious thing. I'm glad I have re- 
triev'd thee. ¶ Putting it up.] What my Friends neg- 
lected all this while! Gentlemen, you'll pardon my 
Complaiſance to the Lady. —- How now— is it ſo 
civil to be out of humour at my Entertainment, and 
I ſo pleaſed with yours? Captain, you're ſurpriz'd 
at all this! but we're in our Frolicks, you muſt know. 
some Wine here. 


Enter Servant with Wine. 
Come, Captain, this worthy Gentleman's Health. 
[ Tweaks the firſt Bravo by the Noſe, he roars. 
But now, where, ——where's my dear Deliverer, my 
Boy, my charming Boy ? 

r Bra. I hope ſome of our Crew below-ftairs have 
diſpatch'd him. 

Mir. Villain, what ſay'ſt thou? difpatch'd! I'll 
have ye all tortur'd, rack d, torn to pieces ahve, if 
you have touch'd my Boy. — Here Page! Page! 
Page ! [ Runs our. 

Dur. Here, Gentlemen, be ſure you ſecure thoſe 
Fellows. 

1 Bra. Yes, Sir, we know you and your Guard 
will be very civil to us. | 
Dur. Now for you, Madam; — He, he, he.—— 
I'm ſo pleas'd to think that I ſhall be reveng'd of one 
Woman hefore I die Well, Miſtreſs Szap-dragos, 
which of theſe honourable Gentlemen 1s fo happy to 
call you Wife. 

1. Bra. Sir, ſhe ſhou'd have been mine to Night, 
'cauſe Sampre here had her laſt Night. Sir, ſhe's very 
true to us all four. 

Dur. Take em to Juſtice. The Guards carry 

| off the Bravoes. 
Enter Old Mirabel, Dugard, Bifarre. 
Old M. Robin, Robin, where's Bobz where's my 


Boy =n—— 
ds What 


— 
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What, is this the Lady, a pretty Whore, faith! 
Heark'e Child, — my Son was ſo civil as to o- 
blige you with a Coach, I'll treat you with a Cart, 
indeed I will. 

Dug. Ay, Madam,——and you ſhall have a ſwing- 


ing Equipage, three or four thouſand Footmen at 


your _ 1 : 
Dur. No leſs becomes her Quality. 
Biſ. Faugh ! the Monſter ! v 
Dur. Monſter! ay, you're all a little monſtrous, 
let me tell you. 
Enter Mirabel. 
Old M. Ah, my dear Bob, art thou ſafe, Man ? 
Mir. No, no, Sir, I'm ruin'd, the faver of my 
Life is loſt. 
Old M. No, no, he came and brought us the News. 
Mir. But where is he? — [Enter Oriana.] Ha! 
Runs and embraces her.] My dear Preſerver, what 
Il I do to recompenſe your truſt. _—— Father, 
Friend, Gentlemen, behold the Youth that has .re- 
hev'd me from the moſt ignominious Death, from 
the ſcandalous Pionards of theſe bloody Ruffiaxs, 
where to have falln, wou'd have defam'd my Me- 
mory with vile Reproach. _—— My Life, Eſtate, my 
all, is due to ſuch a Favour —Command me, Child, 
before you all, before my late, ſo kind indulgent 
Stars, I ſwear, to grant whate'er you ask. 
Ori. To the ſame Stars indulgent now to me, I 
will appeal as to the Juſtice of my Claim, I ſhall de- 
mand but what was mine before ——the juſt Perfor- 
mance of your Contract to Oriana. 
[Diſcovering her ſelf. 
Om. Oriana ! 


Ori. In this Diſguiſe I reſolv'd to follow you a- 
broad, counterfeited that Letter that got me into 
ur Service; and ſo, by this ſtrange turn of Fate, 
I became the Inſtrument of your Preſervation ; few 
common Servants wou'd have had ſuch cunning : 
My Love inſpir d me with the meaning of your = 


* 
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fage, cauſe my Concern for your Safety made me 
ſuſgect your Company. 

ur. Mirabel, you're caught. F 

Mir. Caught! I ſcorn the thought of Impoſition, 
the Tricks and artful Cunning of the Sex 1 have de- 
ſpis'd, and broke thro' all Contrivance. Caught! 
No, 'tis my voluntary AR ; this was no humane Stra- 
tagem, hut by my providential Stars, defign'd to 
ſbew the Dangers wandting Youth incurs by the pu- 
Hit of an un}-wful Love, to plunge me headlong in 
the Snares of Vice, and then to fice me by the Hands 
of Viitue; kere, on wy Knees, I bumby beg my 
tair Preferver's Patécn; my Thanks ate reedleſs, 
for my ſelf I owe. And now for ever do proteſt me 

urs. 

' ©:4 Al. Tall, all di dall. [Sia gg.] Kiſs me, Daugh- 
ter no, you ſhall kiſs me fiiſt ; [To Lamorce.] 
For you're the cauſe ont. Well, Biſarre, what ſay 
you to the Captain ? 

Bi/. I like the Beaſt well enough, but I don't un- 
deiſtand his Paces ſo well as to venture him in a 
ſtrange Road. 

Old M. But Marriage is ſo beaten a Path that you 
can't go wrong. 

Biſ. Ay, tis ſo beaten that the Way is ſpoil'd. 

Dur. There is but one thing ſhou'd make me thy 
Huſband. ——1 cou'd marry thee to Day for the Pri- 
vilege of beating thee to morrow. 

Old M. Come come, you may agree for all this: 
Mr. Dugard, are not you pleas'd with this? 

Dug. So pleas'd, that if I thought it might ſecure 
your Son's Affection to my Siſter, I wou'd double 
her Fortune. 

Mir. Fortune ! has not ſhe given me mine? my 
Life, Eftate, my All, and what is more, her virtu- 
ous ſelf. — Virtue, in this ſo advantagious Light, 
has her own ſparkling Charms, more tempting far 
than glittering Gold or Glory. Behold the Foil 
8 to Lamorce.] that ſets this Brightneſs off. 

Te Or iana.] Here view the Pride [To nes * 1 
Scan 
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ſcandal of the Sex. [To Lam.] There — Lam. ] the 

falſe Meteor, whoſe deluding Light leads Mankind 

to Deſtruction. Here [To Oriana.] the bright ſhi- 

ning Star that guides to a Security of Happineſs, a 
Garden and a fingle She [To Oriana.] was our firſt 13 
Father's Bliſs 44.1 Tempter [To Lam.] and to wan- | 


der was his Curſe. 1 
What Liberty can be ſo tempting there, [To Lam. | 


a. 


As 8 ſoft, virtuous, amorous Bondage here. [To Oriana. 


The End of the fifth ACT. 


Mr 
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Set by Mr. Daniel Purcell. 


2 1 
Fines, Cecelia, tis not in our Power | 
To tell bow long our Lives may laſt, 
Begin to love this very Hour, ; 


You've loſt too much in what is paſt. 


II. 
For ſince the Power we all obey, 
Has in your Breaſt my Heart confin'd, 
| Let me my Body to it lay, 8 
In vain you'd part what Nature join d. 


FINIS. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Written by Nathaniel Rowe, Eſq; 


And ſpoken by Mr. t,, 


FROM Fletcher's great Original, to Day 
We took the Hint of this our Modern Play : 

Our Author, from his Lines, has ſtrove to 

A witty, wild, inconſtant, free Gallant ; 

With a gay Soul, with Senſe, and Will to rove, 

With Language, and with Softneſs fram'd to move, 

With little Truth, but with a World of Love. 

Such Forms on Maids in Morning-Slumbers wait, 

When Fancy firſt inſtructs their Hearts to beat, (yet. 

When firſt they wiſh, and ſigh for what they know not 

Frown not, ye Fair, to think your Lovers may 

Reach your cold Hearts by ſome unguarded way ; 

Let Villeroy's Misfortune make you wiſe, 

There's Danger ſtill in Darkneſs and Surprize ; 

Tho' from his Rampart he defy'd the Foe, 

Prince Eugene found an Aquedutt below. 

With eaſy Freedom, and a gay Addreſs, 

A preſing Lover ſellom wants Succeſs : 

Whilft the Reſpefful, like the Greek, ſits down, 

And waſts a ten Year's Siege before one Town, 

For her own ſake, let no forſaken Matd, 

Our Wanderer, for want of Love, upuraid. 
P 6 Since 
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Since tis a Secret, none — e er confeſs, 
That they have loſt the happy Pow'r to pleaſe. 
If you ſuſpeft the Rogue inclin d to break, 
Break firſt, and ſwear you've turn'd him off a Week; 
As Princes, when they reſty States-men doubt, | 
Before they can ſurrender, turn 'em out. 
Whate'er you think, grave Uſes may be made, 
And much, even for Inconſtancy*be ſaid. 
Let the good Man for Marriage-Rites deſign'd, 0 


With ſtudious Care, and Diligence of Mind, 
Turn over every Page of Womankind. 
Mark every Senſe, and how the Readings vary, 
And, when he knows the worſt on :, let him marry 
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